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CHAPTER 1
Toe the Line !
i RICKET !” satd Tom Merry firmly.
C Monty Lowther made a slight grimace.
Manners locked a little dubious.
On that sunny afternoon, Tom Merry had vo
doubt whatever that cricket was to he the arder of the day.

For onee, the summer game did not scem to appeal to his
chums.

Had it been a match, they would have heen keen enough.
But slogging at the nets was not always superlatively
attractive to fellows who had so many ways of spending a
half-holiday.

“You see * yemarked Monty Lowther casually.

“You see—" said Manners, almost at the same moment.
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Victor Clasve, a new boy of the Shell, may be a Houssmaster’s
nephew, but that doesn’t alter the fact that he’s an out-and-
rofter, and no one is mors reluctant to make that un-

~
pleasant discovery than Tom Merry & Co. !

Tom Merry frowned.

“You're down for the Greyfriars match, Lowther,” he
said.

“¥Yes; but—"

“There are no buts in the case of a member of the
eleven.”

Tom Merry was not. perhaps, always quite so firm as a
cricket captain should be. Rasy-going, good-nature was hig
long suit, so to speak. But he was as firm as adamant now,

Monty Lowther sighed.

“They've got a mnew picture on at Wayland Picture
Palace | he remarked, almost pathetically.

“Rot t”

“You see—>

“Bosh !”

{Copyright in the United States of America.)
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—INTRODUCING VICTOR CLEEVE, A STRANGE NEW BOY!

Monty Lowther was silenced, if not convinced. Tom
Merry turned to Manners.

“Do you want to stick indoors watching a film on an
afternoon like this?” he demanded sarcasticallv.

“No fear!” answered Manners promptly. “Some rotten
American film—-"

“British fllm!” interjected Lowther.

“Well, that's better ; but it's not a day to stick indoors,”
said Manners. I was thinking of taking s walk with my
camera.”

“I might have guessed that!” grunted Tom Merry.
“You'd get out of bed in the middle of the night to take a
walk with your camera if you could take photographs by
moonlight [

“I've thought of that,” said Manners.
thinking——""

“For goodness’ sake, no camera jaw now!™ said Tom
crossly. “You can get up in the middle of the night if you
like, but this afternoon you're turning up to games
practice !"

“I'm not in the eleven,” Manners pointed out.

* You're a reserve.”

ll'lBut_ll

“Bother your buts!” interrupted Tom. “Buppose we
want a man when the Greyfriars fellows come over ?”

“In fact, I was

“0h, blow!” said Manners.
camera !” . p
“That camera of yours will be missing one of these days!*®

“It's a ripping day for the

said the captain of the Shell darkly. “Look here, you
slackers, you're coming down to games practice, and you
may as well make up your minds to it! Come along witls
me and round up the other slackers |”

Tom Merry linked arms with his chums and walked them
off. They exchanged a dolorous grin, and resigned them-
selves to_their fate. Outside the School House they camo
on Blake & Co. of the Fourth, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
called out cheerily:

“You men comin’ on the wivah?

“No!” grunted Tom.

“It's a wippin' day for the wivah, deah boy,” said D'Arcy.
“We're goin’.”

Tom Merry looked grim.

“Borry for that!” he remarked.

“Bai Jove! Why!"”

“Because I was thinking of playing you in the Greyfriars
match next week.”

“That's all wight, deah boy. I'm playin'."”

“ Not unless you turn up at games practice to-day.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy 2
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“We're going up to the island,” remarked Blake.

*Herries and Dig can go to the island, or go to Jericho,
if they like,” answered Tom Merry politely. “ But you and
D’Arcy are coming down to Little Side.”

“ After all, it’s not a compulsory day |” Blake remarked in
s casual sort of way.

“Not at all,” agreed Tom. “You can stand out of the
match if you like when it comes off—that's not compulsory
either. Tﬁmre are several New House men rathcr keen to
shove in.

Blake grinned. .

“Keep its 'ickle temper !” he suggcstcd‘ “We'll come if
you“want us.”

“Vaas, wathah! But I weally think—"

“Gammon!” interrupted Tom Merry. “Get into your
flannels, Gussy, but don’t start thinking; it's not in your
line.”

“Weally, you ass—"

“Come on!” grunted Tom Merry. “I can see that T've
got a full-sized job to round up the slackers to-day. There's
Cardew sneaking off— Come on!”

Tom Merry cut neross to intercept Ralph Reckness Cardew
of the Fourth Form, who was Iounginﬁ down to the gates.
Levison &nd Clive were with him, and they scomed to be
arguing with him.' They ceased as Tom Merry came sprint-
ing up, looking rather uncomfortable.

“Games practice!” said Tom curtly.

“We're ready |”” said Levison.

“Quite | said Clive. o

“Not quite!” said Cardew. “You won’t miss little me,
Tho{nss, with so many strenuous youths urgin’ the flyin’ ball
—what 1"

“T've put you down for the Greyfriars match.”

“Ts that to-day?” ejaculated Cardew. “My bat! Have I
really allowed an important matter like that to slip my poor
old memory1” .

“It’s not to-day, and you know itl” answered Tom
gruffly. “But all members of the eleven, and all possible
members, have got to turn up to games practice.” -

“So sorry |” murmured Cardew. “I really couldn't this
afternoon. These fellows have been arguin’ with mc on the
subject, You're not goin' to begin, are you, old bean?
Dare I venture to whisper that I'm fed up on it 7" w

“T'm not going to argue, certainly,” answered Tom. “As
it’s not a compulsory day, you can slack around if you like.
But if you don't turn up to games practice, you drop out of
the eleven.”

“ Dear me ™ 5 .

“Don’t be a silly ass, Cardew,” said Levison. “You're not
going to let the studi down. Come nlong!”

Cardew shook his head.

“T’m goin’ out,” he drawled. B :

T mean what I say,” said Tom Merry. *You can't
dilly-dally with cricket as you do with everything clse.
You'll toe the line, Cardew.” . .

“Never could stand toein’ the line,” said Cardew.

“Then you'll be left out.” . .

* Frightful blow, an' all that!” said Cardew. “I feel :i’:
decply, I assure you! I needn’t expatiate on my grief an
sorrow, I'm sure you'd prefer to take that as read. Good-
byae |

Cardew strolled away towards the gates. Tom Merry
elenched his hands hard. Ralph Reckness Cardew had o
narrow escape just then of having his cool nonchalance con-
siderably jarred. But Tom controlled his temper.

“That's that!” he said quietly. “I'll look over the men
to-day for a man to take Cardew’s place.”

And Tom, his temper somewhat ruffled, walked away
towards the cricket ground,

“ Merry I*

Tt was the voice of Kildare of the Sixth.

Tom Merry turned. .

“Yes, Kildare?” he answered, as patiently, as ha could,
He liked old Kildare, but he did not want to be bothered
just then, even by the captain of St. Jim's.

% gailtan’s study ! said Kildare.

£“ h 1)}

Tom Merry breathed hard and deep. .

On that sunny summer’s afternoon, his task of gx_a.lhermg
the junior cricketers to practice seemed rather like that
of & hen gathering reluctant chicks. Really he did not
want an interview with his Housemaster just then.

But a message from a Housemaster, conveyed by a
Sixth-Form prefect, was not a matter that could be dis-
regarded, even by a junior cricket captain with all the
worries and responsibilities of that position upon his youth-
ful shoulders.

Tom Merry, controlling his feelings, walked to the.House,
and weént in; and fortunately succeeded in suppressing
his annoyance, and eomposinq hig frowning brow, by the
time he tapped at Mr. Railton’s door.
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CHAPTER 2.
Not Nice for Tem Merry !

R. RAILTON greeted Tom Merry with a kind
nod and a smile as he entered the study. The
Housemaster’s manner was a little preoccupied,
as Tom noticed at once. Tom Merry wondered

rather apprehenszively what was cuminﬁ. junior captain
of his House, he had a good many duties on his hands,
and his time was by no means always his own. But, just
at the present, the alz{)roaching ‘match with Greyfriars occu-
pied his thoughts, and he really did not want to be bothered
with ‘other matters—if +he could help it. That, however,
was for his Housemester to decide.

“Come in, Merry,” said Mr. Railton,
do somethinﬁ for me this afterncon.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

“You have no matgh on today, I understand?”

“Not a match, gir, cerfainly,” agreed Tom.

“Then no doubt you will be able to oblige me,” said
Mr. Railton.:

*“0Oh, certainly, sir,” said Tom, manfully suppressing a
groan. He realised that he was for it; and wondered
dismally what it was.

“My nephew is comin
went’ on, a little abruptly.

"]Icis he, sir?” said Tom, looking as interested as' he
could.

“You have heard of him, I think,” said Mr. Railton.
“My nephew’s name is Vietor Cleeve: D’Arcy of the Fourth
met him near Abbotsford one day last week; and helped
him out of & pond .inte which he had fallen. No doubt
you have heard of it.”

Tom Merry smiled fainily.

Owing to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy having opened, by
mistake, & telegram for Mr. Railton, all' the House had
heard sbgut Victor Cleeve. That youth, so_far unknown
at 86, Jim’s, had indeed been the talk of the House for some

“I wish you to

to St. Jim’s,” the Housemaster

ays, ;

“I’va hemrrd about it, sir,” said Tom, wondering whether
the Housemastei knew that all 8t. Jim’s had heard about
his nephew, and knéw that he had been in trouble of someo
kind—that circumstance having been stated in the telegram

-which D'Arey had so unfortunately opened by mistake.

““My nephew has been at another school,” went on Mr.
Railton. “‘For certain reasons it has been decided to send
him to 8t. Jim's;, and place him in my House.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

Why Mr. Railton!s nephew was leaving his old school,
and coming to 8t Jim’s, was no business of Tom's, and
he was the last fellow in the world to concern himself about
the affairs of others. Still, he could not help wondering
a little. All 8t. Jim's knew that Victor Cleeve had been
in “trouble” of some sort; though they had no idea.what
Tom could not help thinking that prob-
ably this- mysterious “trouble” had something to do with
his leaving his old school, and he noted that Mr. Railton did
not mention the name of that school. !

“Ho is now staying at Abbotsford with my brother, his
other uncle,” said Mr., Railton. “He comes to the school
to-day, by the half-past three train from Abbotsford. 1
chould like you to meet him at the station, Merry.”

Tom Merry’s heart sank almost into his shoes.

Cricket, for that afternoom, was knocked on the head,
there was no doubt about that. i .

It was impossible to refuse—even if he had felt disposed
to disoblige his Housemaster. But it was distinctly dis-
concerting. Really, Mr. Railton might have found some
other fellow to meet his precious nephew at the station,
without picking on the junior captain, Cricket practice,
certainly, could go on without Tom Merry’s presence—but
in the circumstances, it was not likely to be a full house!

1 have my reasons for $his, Merry,” said Mr. Railton.
“ Victor, my nephew, will be placed in the Shell here—your
Form. He will share your study, No. 10 in the Shclf. I
hope, most sincerely, that you will be good friends.”

Tom Merry looked at his Housemaster.

No doubt Mr. Railton hoped that the captain of the Shell
would be good friends with his nephew, a new boy at St.
Jim's, But he was hardly displaying his usual tact in
the matter,

He was taking the junior captain away from games
practice; filling up hie half-holiday with a task that was
not, to say the least, a specially inepiriting one; and
he was “bunging” a new kid into No. 10 in the Shell,
which was the special cos?l den of the Terrible Three, and
where they most assuredly did not want any new kids
butting in, Housemaster’s nephews or not. Tom felt that
some credit was due to him for not taking a dislike o the
IHHousemaster’s nephew on the spot.

“Very well, sir!” Tom managed to say.

“You will, I think, find my rephew quite an agreeable
lad,” Mr. Railton added. *He is ieen on cricket, and con-
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siacced good at games.
his former school.

Again Tom noted that Mr. Railton did not mention the
name of that school. Neither was he disposed to take the
unele's word for it that the nephew was an agreeable fellow.
Uncles sometimes have prejudices in such matters. D'Arcy
of the Fourth had described Victor Cleeve as the most
unpleasant and disagreeable fellow he had ever met—and
D'Arcy had met Racke of the Shell, and Trimble of the
Foutth. If Victor Cleeve was more unpleasant than Racke
or Trimble, he was, Tom thought, rather & corker. How-
ever, it was not for him to tell the Housemaster so, and
he was silent—only wishing from the bottom of his heart
that Victor Cleeve had stayed at his old school—whatever
and wherever that was.

Mr. Railton was glancing at his watch now.

“You have ample time to walk to the station, Merry,”
he remarked. ‘‘You mmay like to take a couple of vour
friends with you.”

“I'd like to, sir,” admitted Tom; without adding that,

I believe he was very popular‘in

A dark, handsomes youth, who carried a bag, cama
along the rlaﬂorm. 4 Cleave? " asked Tom Merry.
“* Railton told us you were coming by the half-past
three train, We thought we’d bétter walt [ "' *“ Must
hava wanted sémething to do, §| should think,”
said Cleeve. * Mean to say you’ve been footlin’
about here for two hours 7 ' (See Chapler 5.)

though he liked the company of his friends, he would have
preferred that afternoon to leave them at cricket practice.

“ Manners and Lowther would be pleased to accompany
you, I am sure!” Mr. Railton su%gested.

“Y'm sure of that, sir,” said Tom, rather grimly. e
did not anticipate any difficulty whatever in getting Mauners
and Lowther away from games practice that afternoon.
The difficulty was in getting them there. °

“Tt will be an cxcellent opportunity for them to make the
acquaintance of their new studymate,” observed Mr.
Hailton,

“Oh quite, -sir!” gasped Tom. Evidently Mr. Railton
thought a great deal more of his nephew than the House
was likely to think of him.

“1 am much obliged to you, Merry,” added Mr. Railton,
so kindly that Tom felt ashamed of his inward irritation
and annoyance, and coloured a little, as he answered sin-
cerely enough :

“Not at all, sir! Tll go with pleasure.”

*“Thank you, Merry.”

Tom Merrﬁ left the study, trying as hard as he could
to feel that he was glad to oblige Yis Housemaster. Cer-
tainly Mr. Railton was a popular master, and many acts of
kindbess endeared him to the fellows of his House. There
were few School House men who would not have been will-
ing to oblige old Railton, and few New House men, for that
satter. Still, it was not to be denied that Tom Merry's
task camo very inopportunely at the present time.

Sq\an
Wi | ‘
oy |

Tom walked out of the House, and came on TLowther
and Manners in the quad, They had not yet changed for
games practice—apparcently being in no hurry fo gef down
to Little Side.

“ Just going in !’ said Manners, rather hastily. “Don't
rag, old chap!”

“Qimply yearning for cricket!” asserted Lowther.

“Like a walk out of gates instead?” asked Tom, dismally.

“QOh, my hat! You slacking now ?” ejaculated Manners.

“No, ass! But—"

“Call it off, Tommy,” grinned Lowther.. “You've just
sacked Cardew from the team for strolling out instead
of toeing the line. ¥You really can't go and do likewise.
I'in surprised at you, Tommy.” <

“Fathead I” growled Tom. “I can't help myself. There's
a beastly new kid coming butiing in this afternoon, and
T'm wanted to dry-nurse him, bother the fellow.”

And Tom Merry explained.

“All serene,” said Lowther.

“We'll come. After all,

I'm not longing for cricket this afternoon.”

| lHI\lﬂ“'
lh:l CLOAK ROoM

“We

“T'Il bring my camera,” said Manners brightly.
shall have to go straight to the station, if the train's at

half-past three; but no need to hurry back. What?”

“Oh, bring your camera, and any other rubbish you
iike,” said Tom. ‘The day's mucked up, anyhow; your
camera won’t make it much worse,”

“Look here, you ass—" .

“0Oh, rats! Yl speak to Talbot, and ask him to keep an
eye on the cricket. Talbot's not a slacker, at ani rate."”

Five minutes later the Terrible Three of the Shell walked
out of the school gates en route for the station, to meccet
Mr. Railton’s nephew there—Manners and Lowther smiling
a litlle, and Tom Merry frowning, end thinking, not of
Victor Railton's nephew, but of games practice on_Littlo
Side, and the prospects for the Greyfriars match. With all
respect to his Housemaster, Tom regarded those matters as
of infinitely greater importance than a Housemasters
nephew, or a whole tribe of nephews.

CHAPTER 3,
He Cometh Not!

[ OTS of time!” remarked Monty Lowther.
I “Lots!” yawned Manners.
It wanteg five minutes to the half-hour when
the Terrible Three walked into Rylcombe Station.
The walk through the leafy lane from the school had
Tug Gex Lrsrary.—No. 1,070
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cleared Tom Merry's knitted brow. It was but scldom that
a cloud lingered there for long

The three Shell fellows nodded to the old Rylcombe
porter, and strolled on to the platform to wait for the
incoming train from Abbotsford. .

All three of the juniors had been thinking, though their
thoughts had followed different lines,

“Railton will expect us to look after his nephew for a
bit this afterncon,” Monty Lowther remarked, as he
propped himself gracefully against an automatic machine on
the platform.

“That's so,” said Manners. “And I remember that
Gussy told us that the chap was horribly unpleasanf, but
keen on cameras. That's a good point about any fellow,
what 1

Tom Merry smiled. )

“Railton mentioned that he was keen on cricket,” he
remarked. “We're bound to take the kid up for the after-
noon—that’s what old Railton wants, Look here! We can
get back to St, Jim's hilfnur—-lota of time for games prac-
tice, after all. If the kid's keen on cricket, he will like
that, what?” .

“My dear chap, you're not going to bung a new kid into
games practice his first day at school?” ejaculated Lowther.

“Woell, if he's keen on cricket—" argued Tom.

“He may be keen, without being so keen as all that,”
grinned Lowther. “You're potty on that subject, Tommy.
Cut it out }” * )

“The chap may prefer it.” B

“Rats, ald bean'! I was thinking that, as we're practi-
cally bourd to take him in hand for the afterncom, we
might as well run him over to Wayland—"

“What?” exclaimed Tom and Manners together,

“ And take him to the pictures,” explained Monty. *“As
II‘va tolt}‘ you, they've got a ripping new picture at Way-
and—

“Qh, cheese it!” said Tom., ;

“Ves let's hear the end of that picture,” urged Manners.
“My idea is this. We're bound to take up the kid a bit,
and Gussy told us he was keen on photography—Gussy ‘said
he had a camers with him, and was frightfully ratty atout
Gussy bifing into it. Well, I've got my camera, and the
kid will very likely enjoy a walk round with it. Bee?’

Evidently  the thoughts of -the threo jumiors had been
running in yery different grooves. . .

“QOh, rot1” said Tom. “We've got to take him straight
to the school, at any rate, whether we rope him into the
cricket or not. Here comes the trainl” )

The local from Abbotsford came into the station at the
leisurely pace at which local trains are wont to travel.

It stopped, and four passengers alighted.

The Terrible Three scanned the new arrivals for Mr.
Railton’s nephew. They did not know Victor Cleeve by
sight, but they had no doubt about picking him out, if he
was there to be picked,

But he did not seem to be there,

Two of the passengers who alighted helonged to the
gentler sex, and of the other two, one was a farmer and
the other an airman from Wayland Camp.

* Nobody else alighted. L .

The farmer or the airman, obviously, could not be Victor
Cleeve; still less could one of the ladies be he. If Mr.
Railton’s nephew was on the train, he had not left it.

“Well, where is he?” grunted Manners, “Doesn’t the ass
know that he's got to his station 7"

“ Better look for him,” said Tom,

““The silly chump ! said Lowther.

Looking into the carriages for a fellow who had over-
looked the station at which he had to alight, seemed to the
Terrible Three a guite unnecessary trouble. However, they
were there to meet Victor Cleeve, and certainly they did
not want him to be carried on past Rylcombe, and landed
at Greenwood, or Grayhayes, or somewhere clse along the
line.

So they separated, and went along the train, looking into
all the carriages.

Cleeve was not there.

That he was not there was quite clear, beyond the possi-
bility of doubt, because there was no boy on the train at
all.

The local steamed on fis leisurely way, and disappeared
out of Rylcombe Station,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another.

Their looks were exasperated.

Tach member of the Co., fecling that he had Mr. Rail-
ton’'s nephew landed on him for the afternoon, had laid
plans for bearing that infliction with the least possible
discomfort and inconvenience, Lowther had thought of
taking him to the pictures; Manners of taking him on a
camera crawl; Tom of inveigling him into cricket practice,
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There was no need to argue about the respective merits of
those various plans now. Cleeve had not turned up.

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry, with a deep breath.
“ Railton bags fellows on a hnlf-holidn.? to meet his blessed
nephew, and his blessed nephew doesn’t turn up to be met.
Has the silly ow! lost the train?”

“ How could he lose the train?” grunted Manners. “He's
at Abbotsford with his other uncle, and his uncle would see
that he got the train all right. Stands to reason.”

“Can’t have fallen out of a window en route,” said
Lowther. “It wouldn’t matter much if he did; but the
guard wonld have made a fuss about it.”

“Can’t understand it,” said Tom, “unless the howling
chump has got out at the wrong station before he got here.”

“Can’t he read ¥’ demanded Manners. “Btations have
names! You said he'd been to school before.”

“May be a silly idiot.” g

“He’s a silly idiot right enough, and so are we, to be
waiting here for him on a hali-holiday.”

FLet’s cut!” said Lowther. “If the blighter has lost
himself, goodness knows when he will find himself. We
can't hang on here,”

Tom Merry sighed deeply.

“Old Railton wants us to meet the beast,” he said. " He
wants us to be friends. This is a good beginning, I must
say. I feel more inclined to punch his silly head than to
make friends with him.”

. “8ame here,” said Manners heartily.

“What-ho ! agreed Lowther. Stiﬁ, we can't wait here
?11 c{;l}a afternoon, even for the pleasure of punching his
1ead.”

Tom Merry laughed,

“We'ra for it,” he said. “If the ass has Tost the train, or
got out at the wrong station, he will come by the next.”

“That's an hour | groaned Lowther,

“1 know it's rotten ; but it's up to us.”

“Blow him!”

The prospect of kicking their heels about the platform of
a_ deserted stetion for an hour was positively dismaying.
Half-holidays were not so numerous that any fellow could
afford to waste one like this. Walking up and down the
platferm, or walking about Rylcombe I-figh Street, was not
the way the Terrible Three wanted to fill up their time.
Whether the altermoon's occupation was to be the pictures,
or photography, or cricket, might be a debatable matter;
but a sheer waste of tine was not a debatable matter, it
wag just intolerable,

“Look here! The kid may not be coming, after all!”
said Lowther hopefully., “May have changed their plans,
or something.”

Tom shook his head.

“No such luck,” he answered.

“Ts Railton’s brother on the phone at Abbotsford "' asked
Mﬁmmm' “We might ring him up from the station and
as ‘},

Tom Merry brightened up for a moment. But he shook his
head again.

“Nothing in it! Railton’s brother doesn’t live at
Abbotsford. That telegram the other day came from
London. He seems to have come down to-Abbotsford to
stay. I dare say to be near old Railion, as our House-
master can't get away from the school. Young Hopeful
is in some trouble, and his two giddy uncles are pow-
wowing about it, you know. Railton has been scooting
over to Abbotsford on his motor-bike no end of times lately,
Maurice Railton is only staying there at some place. If it's
on the phone, his name won't be in the phone book.”

Manners groaned.

“Then we can't ask him,”

“We can't!”

“Have we golt to stay hero an hour, then, waiting for
that young idiot to turn up?” demanded Manners. “ Sup-
posa ﬁe doesn’t come by the next trainf”

“Well, he's sure to!” said Tom.

“Nothing's sure when you're dealing with a born fool
said Manners crossly. “I vote for chucking it. We can tell
Railton we came and the kid didn’t turn up. That will be
all right.”

Tom Merry thought of Little Side at St. Jim's, and was
sorely tempted. But once more he shook his head.

“Old Railton's a brick to ua in lots of ways,” he said.
“It's up to us, you men. We've got to take the rough with
ihe smooth.”

“Blow the silly ass, then!” said Manners,

““Bother him ! said Lowther,

“Bless him !”” said Tom,

And the Terrible Three scttled down td wait, with feel-
ings growing more and more intense—but certainly net in
the direction of friendship towards their Housemaster’s
nephew.

't
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CHAPTER 4.
A Patience Game !

A N hour is not really a very long time. A fellow keep-
A ing his wicket up for that space of time, with an

cuthusiastic crowd cheering every hit, maxy find sixly

minutes pass like sixty seconds, On the other hand,
a fellow waiting in his headmaster's study for.the Beak iv
come in and deal with him may find sixty minutes as long
as sixty hours. It depends on the circumstances.

Had Manners been walking round with his cawera, look-
ing for choice beauty spots to place on permancni record,
had Monty Lowther been watching the new film at Wayland
Picture Palace, had Tom Merry been superintending cricket
practice on Little Side, that hour would have flown on the
wings of the wind. As it was, it crawled by on leaden fect.

Never in all their youthful experience had an hour scened
so long to the chums of the Shell.

They exhausted every possible occupation long belore that
endless hour was exhausted,

They inserted pennies in_the automatic machines, extracted
chocolates, and ale the same. They walked up and down the
platform, they mooched into the dusty waiting-room, they
stared at the beds of glowing geraniums that sloped up from
the platform, they talked to tﬁe old porter—who was rather
deaf, and not at all brilliant in the conversational linc,
They left the station and
walked down the High
Street.  They walked down
River Lane, and walked up
River Lane. They dropped
into Mrs. Murphy’s shop and
ate jam-tarts, washing them
down with ginger-pop. They
dropped into the grocer’s
and chatted with Mr. Sands
for a few minutes,

They fortunately et
Grimes, the grocer's boy, and
talked to him about the
next match with the village:
but Grimes had to proceed
with his basket, and that re-.

source was cut off.  They
watched the ducks on the
pond en the village green,

and threw crumbs and bits of
buns to them. And, after all
these resources had been
strained to the utmest they
found that barely half an
hour had elapséd.

And the minutes that were
running to waste so drearily
woere precious minutes.  On
any other day they could
have found comfort in the re-
flection that they were, at all
events, missing classes,  Now
they were missing a half-holiday, which was very different—
very different indeed !

“That blessed clock must have stopned!™ groaned Monty
Lowther, staring up at the clock of tho village chureh.

-Tom looked at his watch.

“[t's just right,” he said.

“Qure your watch hasn't stopped!" moaned Lowther,

Tom smiled faintly. ’

“It's going,'” he answered.

“Let's follow its example,” suggested Lowther.

“0h, gtick it out!”

“T'll slaughter that'cad Cleeve if they plani him in our
study,” said Manners ferociously.

“T'1l smash him!” said Lowther.

Tho three trailed wearily back to the station at a quarter
past four, Only fifteen minutes more, but that quarter of an
hour seemed to erawl by like a wounded snake.

The juniors could hardly belidve that ihat endless hour
really had elapsed when the station clock told them that ic
was half-past four.

The next train was due now; and it was only two minules
late. The "'errible Three could have blessed it when it
rolled in at last,

At last!” said Monty Lowther dramatically.

“The rotter!"” muttered Manners.

“Let's be civil,” said Tom hastily. I dare say the kid
couldn't help it. Anyhow, he's old Railten’s nephew, and
old Railton iz a brick!”

“Well, I've dlways thought himn a brick; but, then, I never
knew that he had a nephew!” growled Manners.

Half a dozen passengers alighted from tlie train, This
time there were two boys among the passengers, and the
Shell fellows scapned them eagerly. Oue was Pileher, the
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butcher's boy of Rylcombe, the other was a fcllow from the
Rylecombe Grammar School.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Monty Lowther, as the pas-
sengers drifted past-to the exit. “Hasn't he come by this
train?"”

“Ho must have!” said Tom, in dismay. “Let's look into
the carriages again.”

“Oh, rot! He's not there!”

“Let's look!” _

They looked. Victor Cleeve was not there. The train
rolled on to its furthor destination, leaving a_deserted
country station behind it—deserted save for the sthoolboya
in a frightfully exasperated state of mind.

“He's not come!” said Tom blankly.

“The ass!"

“Thero's another train at half-past five!” said Tom.

His chums looked at him, almost as they might have
lnoked at Victor Cleeve had he been present.

“You burbling bandersnatch!” said Lowther, “Do you
think we're-going to put in another hour waiting for that
cad 77

“Tf you think so, Tommy, your thinker wants oiling!"
said Manners. “I'm off!”

“#0ld Railton, you know——"

“0Old Railton,"” said Mamners deliberately, “can go and

cat coke! TIle can eat as
much as he likes! I'm
going 1"

And Manners went.

Manners and his camera
disappeared from Rylcombe
Station. Monty  Lowther
shifted uneasily from one leg
to the other, and from the
other to the one.

“It's no good walting.
Tom! He can't be coming!”

“He must be coming !” said
Tom. “Railton expects him
at the school; he simply must
be coming|"

“Then
come?”’
¢ “(oodness knows!”

“I'm fod up!” said Lowther
savagely.

“Bame here!"

“Let's cut, then!”

“I'm sticking it out!” said
Tom. “Not much good get-
ting back to the cricket now,
at any rate. I'm staying on:
but you cut if you like, old
chap. No good two of us
standing it."”

“] ecan get a train from
here to Wayland at a quarter
to five,” said Lowther,

“Take it, old fellow; I'll stay on.”

Menty Lowther nodded, and looked very determined.
But when the train went to Wayland at a quarter to flive
Monty Lowther was not a passenger on it, He had not the
Lieart to desert his chum,

“There’s your train, old chap,” said Tom mildly.

“Blow the train!" was Lowther’s answer.

And he stayed.

1f the previous hour had secmed long, the second hour of
waiting seemed absolutely endless.

In the lowest of spirits Lthe two Shell fellows loafed about
{he station, with their hands in their pockets. The attrac.
tions of Ryleombe village, such as they were, had palled on
them. They'stayed in the station and counted tho scconds.

“Suppose he doesn’t come by this train?” suggested
Lowther, as the hour drew to o c{ose.

“He's hound to!”

“But if he doesn’t?"

“If ho doesn’t we'll chuck it!” said Tom. “Something
will have happened, I suppese. Half-past five is the limit."”

“Thank goodness for that!” growled Lowther. “I was
Leginning to think you meant to make a night of it.”

“ Only ten minutes more,” said Tom comfortingly.

“That ten minutes will never end!” said Lowther. "I
shall die of old age here before that ten minutes is up.”

They waited wearily. Lowther had exaggerated a little:
he was still alive and guite youthful when the train caine
in. It did come in at last; and among the passengers who
alighted was a dark, handsome ynutﬁ, very well-dressed.
wlio carried a bag, and glanced up snd down the platform
as if in search of someone, like a fellow expecting to be

why  hasn't he

met.
“That’s the cad!” said Lowther,
Evidently it was Victor Cleeve. He was unlike iis uncle,
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the Houscmaster at St. Jim's, who was fair in complexion
and rather rugged. Cleeve was gracefully formed, dark and
handsome. DBut there was a resemublance to Mr. Railton, all
the same; anyone could have scen that this fellow was a
relative of the 8t. Jim's Housemaster, unlike as he was in
his.general aspect.

“Thank goodness he's come at last |’ said Tom. “Lel's Le
as civil as we can. It may not be his fault.”

Lowther grunted.

“Remember he's old Railton’s nephew, and old Railton
seems to be fond of him,” gaid Tom.

“No accounting for tastes!” smapped Lowther. “He
won't expeet ns to share his fondness, I hope. He will be
disappeinicd if he does.”

“ Still, let's be civil.”

*(h, T'll be civil to the beast!” grunted Lowiler,

“Come on!”

Clecve, after that inguiring look up and down the plat-
form, had pone along after the other passengers. He
stopped to speak to the porter about his box, and as he
passed on after that, the two Shell fellows joined him.

CHAYTER b,
The New Fellow !
“* LEEVE?" asked Tom Merry.
The schoolboy stared at him.
“That's my name,” he answered.
know it. 1 don’t know yours.”

His manner was anything but gracious.

My name is Merry,” said Tom, as civilly as he could. It
was not to be wondered at if his feelings towards Clecve,
just then, were not very amicable. The fellow's mauner
did not make them more so, either.

“Is it 1" said Cleeve indifferently.

“Railton asked me to meet you here,’

“0Oh!" said Cleeve.

o We're in the Shell at St. Jim's—the Form you're going
into. We've waited since half-past three!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Cleeve.

“Railton told us you were coming by the hall-past three
train,” said Tom. “We thought we'd {mttcr wait,”

“Must have wanted somephin’ to do, I should think,”
gaid Cleeve. *“Mean to =ay you've been footlin’ about here
for two hours?”

The two juniors looked at him. 'This, apparently, was
Victor Cleeve's method of expressing his gratitude to two
fellows who had wasted a half-holiday on his account. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had certainly not been wrong in describ-
ing Railton’s nephew as an exceedingly unpleasant fellow.

“Railton asked us to meet you here, and we thought we'd
better wait,” said Tom, with a deep breath., "I thought
something must have happened.”

“Nothin' ever happens, I belicve, on this line.” said
Cleeve. '“Even trains don't happen very often, an’ don’t
soem to move much when they do happen.”

“Then why weren't you here at three-thirty?” asked
Lowther. “Did you lose your train at Abbotsford, and
another after it?”

“Not at all. My Uncle Maurice put me in the train, with
no end of kind messages for my Uncle Victor,” said Cleeve,
with a slight sneer. ,

“If he put you in the three-thirty, you must have got
out at the wrong station as you never got here by that
train.’

Cleeve looked at Monly Lowther.

“You're rather bright at St. Jim's, I see,” he remarked.
“You've worked that one out quite correctly.”

Lowther breathed hard.

“Couldn’t you see the name of the station?” he asked.
“Couldn’t you even manage to calch the next train?”

“1 could have if I'd liked, certainly,” assented Cleeve.
“QOnly I didn’t like! I wasn’t in a hurry to get to ihe
school, and I got out at Wayland to see scme cricket there.”

“ My only hat!”

“Then it’s not accidental, your being late like this?"
cxclaimed Tom Merry,

“Not at all 1

“You didn't know you were being met here, I suppoze?”
said Tom, thinking it out. “In that case, it’s rather un-
fortunate, but it can’t be helped. Unluckily, your uncle
sent us to meet you.”

“This fellow did expect to be met at the station,” said
Monty Lowther, very quietly. “I know that from the way
he looked up and down the platform when he gobt out of
the train,”

“I've said that I see you're rather bright at St Jim's,”
remarked Cleeve., ‘‘You've got that one right, too. Yon
must be a credit to your Form, the way you work these
things out in your head. )
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Tom Merry.compressed his lips.

“You knew you were to be met at this station, and you
got out at Waylandand lost two trains,” he said.

“I thought most likely I should be met,” answered Cleeve
coolly. “I did not want to be met, and it was not at all
necessary. My uncles think I need lookin’ after. I don't
agree with them, I'm rather accustomed to havin' my own
way.

The Shell fellows stood silent, looking at him.

“1 thought most ]ike]x my uncle would come to the
station,” added Cleeve. I never knew you fellows would
be waitin' here, of course, as I've never even heard of you
before.”

“You'd have kept Railton waiting here?”

“Probably he would have had too much sense to wait, as
I didn’t turn up,” answered Cleeve. " He's rather a bore,
but he's no fool.”

“Does that mean that we are fools for having waited?”

Cleeve shrugged his shoulders,

“Take it as you like,” he answered. “I never asked You
to waif, and never wanted you to wait, and never wanted
to sec you at all, if it comes to that. I shouldn’t have
waited in a similar case,”

“Well, I think—"" began Lowther hotly.

Victor Cleeve interrupted him without ceremony.

“*Awfully good of you, and all that, to tell me what yon
think; but I'd rather get along to the school and get some
lea,™ he said.

And without even a nod to the 8hell fellows, Victor
(leeve walked on to the station exit, bag in hand.

The Shell fellows gazed after him, as if fascinated. They
had wondered whether Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had ex-
aggerated a little in his description of the Housemaster’s
nephew. Their opinion now was that Gussy had understated
the case—considerably understated it.

“So that's old Railton’s nephew 1" said Monty Lowther,
with a deep breath. “He can thank his stars that he is
Railton’s nephew—if he wasn’t, I'd go after him now and
thump that sneer off his face.”

“And he’s going to be planted in our study!” said Tom
dismally.

“We'll kick him out 1”?

“Come on, old fellow, we've got to land the brute at
St‘IJ im:s,” said T'om Merry. “Then we can wash our hands
of him.”

The chums of the Shell followed Cleeve. He was walking
quickly, and they did not overtake him till he was outside
the station, ‘There they found him staring about
discontentedly, There was one vehicle available for
passengers at the village station; an ancient hack with
an ancient horse, and an ancient driver. The driver, chew-
ing a straw, gazed sleepily at the juniors; ready to bestir
himself if wanted, and not disposed to stir till he was quite
sure he was wanted. Unnccessary exertion on a warm
afternoon did not appenl to old George.

Cleeve fook no mnotice whatever of Tom and Lowther,
Hiz uncle had made it clear that he desired Tom and his
chums to become friends with Cleeve. That desire did not
scem to be shared by the nephew.

Tom Merry, however, was in official charge of the new
fellow until he was landed safely nt the school; so, taking
no notice of Cleeve’s manner, he joined him.

*We're walking it, Cleeve,” he said.

“(lan't got a taxi here?”

Tom smiled.

“No; only by telephoning to Wayland, and that would
ta.k]u]: longer than walking to the school. It's rather a nice
wallk.”

“1'va done all the walking I want to do this afternoon,”
said Cleeve impatiently, “But if there’s no help for it, it
can't bo helped. You might tell me the way.”

“We're going back to the school nmow; we'll show you
the way,” said Tom.

“¥You ncedn't trouble.”

“Railton asked us to meet you, and see you to ihe
school,” said Tom quictly, “We're doing that—hecause
Railton asked us.” }

*“Not on your account Eerson&lly, go you needn't trouble
to put out the grateful thanks you've got all ready,” said
Monly Lowther sarcastically.

Cleeve looked at himn, and smiled faintly.

“If you want o walk with me, I've no objection,” he
gaid. 1 don't care a straw either way. Let’s start,
anyhow."”

He started, and the Shell fellows went with him. Cleeve
did not speak a word while they walked down the High
Stroct and out into Rylcombe Lane. Tom and Monty cer-
fainly did not feel inclined for conversation with him, and
they, too, walked in silence. Cleeve looked straight ahecad
of him, without a single glance at the village street, or
shopg, or church, evidently utterly uninterested in his sur-
roundings. He seemed to have forgotten that he was not
alone; aud Tom, glancing at his face once or twice, noted
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Mr. Ratcliff stopped in the doorway of his study, .
and starsd in amazement at the boy seated in his *
armchair. * How dare you ! " hooted Mir. Ratcliff. .
¢ How dare you enter this study and seat your-
gelf 7 Who are you 7" * I'm Cleeve ! ' answered
the new boy sullenly. (See¢ Chapter 8.)

the expression of sneering discontent that geemed habitual
to it

According to the telegram that had been the talk of the
Lower School a week ago, Railton's nephew had been in
some kind of trouble—and Tom, scanning his face, did
‘ot wonder at it, It seemed to Mim that Railton's nephew
was the kind of fellow to pick up any trouble that might
e lying about within his reach. On the other hand, Tomn
reflected, it might be that unknown and rather mysterious
“irouble” that was the cause of his moody discontent and
illnature. In either case, Tom's chief feeling was a desire
to have done with the fellow.

CHAPTER 6.
Monty Lowiher Touches a Weak Spot !

¢ HAT a crew!” !
W Victor Cleeve made that remark, breaking his
gilence for the first time, when the three were

halfway to St. Jim's,

The remark was called forth by the sight of three fags
who emerged from a field path into the lane.

They were Wally of the Third, Reggie Manners, and
Tevison minor. The three heroes of the Third Form had
been spending a happy afterncon *'mucking about,” as
Wally expressed it, with old Pepper’s boat on old Pepper’s
pond. Mucking about with a boat on a pond was a cheery
occupation, but not a specially clean one. Wally of the
Third looked decidedly muddy—Reggie looked muddy and
wet—even Frank Levison, usually very clean and neat,
looksd az if a wash would do him a lot of good. Muddy
or not, the three minors were evidently enjoying life. They
came out into the lane arm in arm, singing in unison.

“Third Form kids,” said Tom Merry, with a smile.

“Mean to say that that muddy crew belong to 8t. Jim’s?”
asked Cleeve.

“ Certainly.”

“What a crew!” repeated Cleeve.
added, as an afterthought.

“ Hallo, you old Shell-fish!” called out Wally of the
‘Third, waving & cAp that scattered spots of mud as he
waved it. “Blacking about, what? You'll lose the Grey-
friars match if you don't stick to cricket, Tom Merry.”

“What a school!” he
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“Unless you put some Third Form men in,” suggested
Manners minor, k

“(iood idea—we'll win the match for you, if you like,
Tommy,” said Frank Levison.

Tom Merry laughed.

“You kids will get a beating, if your Form master sees
you in that state,” he said.

“Ile won't!” grinned Wally of the Third, “We're wise
to old Selby. Who's that merchant you've got in tow 1"

The sneering corfempt in Cleeve’s face had not escaped
the sharp eyes of D’Arcy minor. He was resentful at
anee.

" Now chap in the Shell,” answered Tom.

“You're welcome {o him in the Shell,” said Wally dis-
dainfully. “We wouldn't have him in the Third.”

“It's Railton's nephew!”

“My only Aunt Jane! Poor old Railtou!”
 Cleeve stalked on with o flushed face and angry eyes.
Tom Merry and Lowther exchanged a smile, and walked
after him. ~ Mr. Rnilton had stated that Cleeve had been
popular at his former school. He did mot look like be-
coming popular al his new school.

“Are those dirty little sweeps specimens of 8t. Jim's
men " asked Cleove, with a sneer, as the Shell [ellows
rejoined him,

“0Oh, they'll wash,” said Tom cheerily, “They'll be
newly swept and garnished for call-over.” *

“They want a jolly good lickin’. They'd get it at—'
Cleeve broke off abruptly.

The Shell fellows knew that he had been about to mention
his old school. But, like his uncle, he had evidently
decided not to mention the old school at the new school.

“You've been to school bofora?” said Lowtler.

“Of course. Ido I look as if I was fresh from a prep?”
snapped Cleeve.

“ Anywhere near?”

“No»

“What school ?” asked Lowther.

Tt was quite a natural question; no fellow was supposed
to make a secret of such a thing. In fact, a fellow who
made a secret of where he had come from counld scarcely
avoid raising the suspicion that his antecedents would not
bear examination. Lowther saw no reason for not asking
that very natural question, though le sensed, rather than
knew, that Cleeve did not want to answer it, and he would
not have asked it had not the new fellow irritated him
deeply.

Cleeve did not answer, and did not secem to hear. Ho
walked on a little more quickly.

“We know a lot of fellows at Greylriars,”
T.owther. “Was your last school Greyfriars?"
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“ Higheliffe, perhapz?"

“No o
“Rookwood 7" asked Lowther. “We play maiches with
Raookwoad.”

lQNO.'J

All Cleeve's answers were in the negative; but he did
not volunteer any information. Tom Merry gave his chum
a glanee; but Lowther did not choose to heed it. There
was no reazon, so far as Monty could sce, why o
fellow who came to St. Jim’s from another school, should
not mention from what school he came. If the fellow
had something to hide, he should be a little more eivil,
and not provoke fellows who had been quite willing to be
friendly to him.

“You seem to think that your old school was a cut abovo
St. Jim's,” said Lowther. “From what you said, at least.”

“1 don't think so—I know it,” answered Cleeve. “‘I'm
not goin' to St, Jim's of my own accord; my uncles have
settled that for me.” ~

“Well, ‘'what’s the name of that tip-top school that's so
much better than ours?” asked Lowther. “Let's know
it, so that we ecan bow down and worship.”

Cleeve did not answer.

“Chuek it, Monty ! whispered Tom.

“I'm not going to chuck it,” answered Monty, deliberately
and aloud. ‘This chap turns up his nose at our school,
and tells us that his own show was better. He's bound to
tell us what a lofty establishment it was, where the fellows
are so superior, and have such beautiful manners.”

“I'm bound to tell you nothin’,” answered Cleeve. “It's
like your cheek to ask questions about my personal affairs.”

“This isn’t your personal affair,” retorted Lowther coolly.
“ A fellow who comes to $t. Jim’s has to give an account of
himself—whatever may be the case at superior schools, like
the one you seem to have benefited by leaving it. A fellow
wha keeps hig old school a secret won't get men to believe
that it was a superior article, I can tell you. They'll think
the reverse of that.”

“They can think what they like. I'm not likely to cart
what St. Jim's men think about anythin’.”

“Yery superior!” assented Monty Lowther. *Very
superior indeed! Is that Harrow lift or Eton swank?”

“I'ye not been to Harrow or Eton, if that’s what yon
mean.”

“ Winchester?” asked Monty. “I wouldn't ask the
question, of course, if there were a Winchester man present
to feel insulted at the suggestion.”

Cleeve’s angry flush deepened, but he did not speak. He
accclerated his pace a little; and Monty Lowther
accelerated, too. Tom' Merry, rather dismayed at the
prospect of a row, kept pace with them, The fellow had
tried his own temper. hut Tom wanted to keep the peace
with his Housemaster's nephew. Monty Lowther, appar-
ently, had come to the end of his patience—which was
perhaps a little less extensive than Tom's He was
deliberately and intentionally giving Cleeve what he had
asked for by his insolence. A fellow who put on disdainful
airs ought at least to have a rccord he was not ashamed
to show. That was Monty Lowther’s opinion, and he
proceeded to make it clear.

“Rugby 7 asked Monty, with smiling ruthlessness. “Not
Rughby! In faet, I fear Tom Brown's ghost would rise in
wrath at the idea!”

“0Oh, shut up!” snapped Cleeve, driven to speech at last,

“Repton?” persisted Manty.

(leeve halted in the road, and turned upon his tormentor.

“I don’t choose to answer your questions.” he said, between
his teeth, “Now let me alone, you meddlin' cad!”

Lowther's eyes glinted.

“You don’t choose to answér my guestions, becavnse yon
dare not!” he said distinetly. “If you ever went to a
decent school, you were turned out of it. That's the only
reason you can have for keeping it a secret.”

Lowther had intended his words to hit hard; and ho was
more than ready to follow them up with his fists. DBut
certainly he had not expected to hit so hard as proved to
be the case.

Cleeve's face went as white ns chalk.

-He stared alinost wildly at Monty Lowther, and stood so
unsteadily that Tom Merry made a movement to catch him.

Lowther, as he saw that look on Cleeve's face, repented
at once. He had been intensely angered and annoyed, and
he wanted to punish the fellow who had wantonly roused
his anger. But assuredly he had not wanted to punish
him fo this extent. Cleeve's white face, from which every
vestige of colour seemed to have been driven, accused him
like a ghost.

“Horry I” said Lowther impulsively,
I never meant—"

Cleeve did not answer.

He pulled himself together, and without speaking, hurried

TeE Gev Linrary.—No. 1,070.

“I never thought—

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d,

on to the school gates, which were now in sight. Tom
Merry and Lowther looked alter him, and then looked at
one another.

“My only hat!” said Lowther, in a low voice.

Tom Merry whistled.

“RBacked )” raid Monty. “That's the trouble they spoke
about in that jolly old telegram—that's why he won't
meniion what school he comes from. Tom, that fellow
has been expelled from his last school.”

“Looks like it!” said Tom.

“I'm sorry 1 spoke—now! All the same, it’s pretty
thick for a fellow who's been expelled to be put in at
St. Jim's. We don’t want shady characters from other
schouls landed on us.”

“We can’t be sure, old chap. And Railton’s nephew
can't be a shady character—though he may be rather a
swanking ass.” °

“Fellow isn't expelled for being a swanking ass, or lots
of schools would be half-empty all the time.”

“TFathead!” said Tom smiling,

“‘If he's been sacked, he's done something,” said Lowther,
“Railton must have got round the Head to pgive him
another chance at 8t. Jim’s. And I jolly well don's like it.”

Tom Merry did not answer. He did not like it, either,
if it came to that. They walked on to the school in silence.
Cleeve had aleeady gone in, and was out of sight.

“Not a word about it, Monty,” said Tom, as they went
in at the gates. “If it’s true——"
“No if about it! It's true!
from his last school!™ .
“Well, not a word about it anyhow. We don’t want to

queer the pitch here for Railton's nephew.”

“Oh, all right! T'm not the chap to talk about a fellow,
I suppose,” grunted Lowther. * Like his confounded check
to butt in at 8t. Jim's, all the same.”

And the subject was dropped—and Cleeve was dropped
at the samo time. Now he was at the school, Tom Merry
was done with him—and he was devoutly thankful to be
done with him,

That fellow was bunked

el

CHAPTER 7.
An Old Acquainiance I

“ AT Jove! Youl!*
B Y ¥You!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of the TFourth, and

Vietor Cleeve, the new fellow at St. Jim's,
ejaculated simultaneously.

Cleeve had entered tf';a ancient precincts of 8t. Jim’s,
;m;l‘l ‘was locking about bim, half-inquiringly, half disdain-
ully. '

That he did not think much of his new school, or rather
was resolved not to think much of it, was clear.

Several fellows in the quad glanced at him, and wondered
who he was, and opined that if he looked so cheeky, he was
likely to get thumped before he had been long within the
walls of 8t Jim's,

(leeve had recovered from the shoeck Monty Lowther's
words had given him. The effect of that shock had hecn
to add to his querulous discontent and moody irritation.
He did not like St. Jim's; he did not want to come there,
and he loathed all the St. Jim’s men he had scen so far.
These thoughts and feelings he did not take the slightest
trouble to conceal. His locks, therefore, were not likely
to make him friends.

He came on D'Arcy of the Fourth suddenly, and the
recognition was mutual. It gave pleasure to neither,

But Arthur Augustus siopped good-naturedly ; remember-
ing thaf this dissatisfied-looking fellow was his House-
master’s nephew; and moreover, being impeiled by the
polished politeness that was a part of gum}"s nobie
character,

“Visitin’ your uncle, Cleeve?” he asked.

“I've come to this school,” answered Cleeve sourly.

“ Bai Jove [

Cleeve grinned sarcastically.

“You seem overjoyed!” hc remarked.

“Bai Jove!” Arithur Augustus recovered himself. “I
am vewy glad to see you heah, Cleeve. All the fellows
will give old Wailton’s nephew a wousin’ welcome.”

“Will they?” sneered Cleeve, “ Well, it I'm welcomed
I want it to be on my own merits; not on my uncle’s.”

Arthur Augustus jammed his celebrated eyeglass a little
more securely in Lis noble oye, and regarded Cleeve
curiously.

“The fellows ean hardly know anythin’ about your
mewits, deah boy, as they don’t know you at all,” he
remarked. “I twust you have wecovahed fwom that
duckin' last week.” .

“T'm not the fellow to lie up in hospital over a ducking
in & pond.”

*“Pwobably not!” agreed Arthur Augustus, “It was
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wathah lucky for me that you told Wailton about my
pullin’ you out. It got me off a Head's floggin'.”

“I told him because it happened—but I don't see any
reason for you to make a song about it here.”

Arthur Augustus crimsoned.

“I twust you do not think me capable of makin' a song
about such a twivial mattah!” he exclaimed.

“* Well, it wasn't trivial to me,” said Cleeve, with a touch
of good-humour. “I should be at the bottom of that pool
in Abbotsford woods now, if you hadn’t hooked me out.
All the same, it was your fault, so I eonsider we're quits.”

“Wight as wain,” said Arthur Augustus. “And did you
get your camewah mended—the one I twod on?”

“Yes; it cost two pounds!”

“I am payin’ the bill, deah boy, as I told you.
funds now,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“1 don't want you to pay it!”

“T am a fellow of my word, deah boy; and T shall insist,”

“Oh, all right—I don't care a rap either way,” said
Cleeve pecvishly, “But if you want to square, here I am.
Shell out!” ) .

“Pway come to my stnday. I have the tin in my desk.”

Cleeve laughed shortly. .

“TI’'ve no time to come to your study. This is the second
titne you've offered to pay for that camera, and backed
out. Let it drop. I'm not dunnin' you for the mouey;
why humbug about it?”

“If you mean that yow do not believe I am speakin’
sewiously, Cleeve—" began Arthur Augustus, breathless
with apger. “If you mean that you doubt my word—"

“I mean exactly what I say; you've offered twice to_pay
for the damage you did, and you haven’t paid. Now
chuek it!”

Clecve walked on, leaving the swell of Bt. J im's rooted to
the ground, staring after him blankly,

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus at last. “The uftah
cad! The wotten weptile! I'll go aftah him and give him
o feahful thwashin’ !”

Gussy made a stride after Cleeve. Then he stopped, Thrash-
ing his Ho ster’s nephew the day that hopeful youth
arrived_at St. Jim’s, was really not the best of form,* and
Cussy realised it. He unclenched his hands, and unknit
his noble brow. ;

“Hallo! What's the ono and only scowling abou
asked Tom Merry!s cheery voice.

Lowther and Tom Merry came up, and D'Arcy turned to
them, breathing hard. ) ;
“T'vo just been speakin' to a wank outsidah, you men,
ho said. ““Did you know that that unpleasant beast, Wail-

Gt

ton's nephew, was comin’ to 8t. Jim's?

I amin

(S

[1

" Weally, you ass—*

“It's a go,” said Tom Merry, with a smile. “We were
going to look after Cleeve a little, his first day here, but
he's made it clear that he doesn’t want us to. And I
must say I'm_glad to be shut of him,” :

“Come along to the tuckshop, deah boys, and help me do
the shoppin’,” said 'Arthur Augustus. *“My patah. has
weighed in with a fivah at last, and the feahful pewiod of
stoniness iz over.”

“Hear, hear " said Lowther, “Now is the winter of our
discontent made glorious summer by a fiver sent, as Shake-
speare says.” .

“Gweat Scott! T weally don't think Shakcespeare puts if
quite like that, Lowthah !* .

“Probably nol,” agreed Lowther. “Shakespeare was a
great man, but he had his little faults. Come on, Gussyl
I'n ready for tea.”

“Yaas, wathal, deah boy!”

The juniors walked across cheerily to the school shop,
where Blake and IHerries and Dig joined them. It was past
tea-time now, and all the juniors were ready for it, or more
than ready. Manners had probably forgottern tea. When
Manners was on the camera crawl he forgot time and space
and most other things. Had Mr. Railton's nephew been
any other sort of a fellow, Tom Meiry & Co. would have made
much of his arrival in ihe school; they would have killed
the fatted calf in welcome to a relative of the popular and
admired Housemaster. As matters stood, however, the
llclz:sdthey had to do with Viector Cleeve the better they
iked it.

When a cheery party proceeded to Study No. 6, in the
Fourth, for tea, not a single member of that party thought
of asking Cleeve there, or of looking for him, or of remem-
bering his existence st all. If Tom and Monty remembered
him, it was only with a feeling of annoyance that he was
going to share No. 10, in the Shell, with them, L

Tea in Study No. 6 was a very cheery meal—which cer-
tainly it would not have been Iw.tir Cleeve been present.

Where he was, and how he was getting on, nobody
knew. And nobody cared,

"“Nice !” agreed Kerr.

"J
“Pleasant !” said Fatty Wynn.

CHAPTER 8.
Ravclifft is Ratty !

Figgins & Co., of the New House, made those remarks in

a sarcastic vein.

OLLY-LOOKING merchant!” remarked Figgins of
The heroes of the New House did not really think that

the Fourth.
(Continued on néxt puge.)

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, just a few, as I've been to
meet him at the station,” he answered.

“8oon the cad already?” asked
Lowther.

“Yans, wathah! If he comes into the
Fourth, thero will be some sewappin' in
our passage soon,” said  Arthur
Augustus darkly. “I weally cannot
stand the fellow. A wank outsidah!”

“Ie's going into tho Sbell,” said

"

e

olmn.

“Thank goodness for that! I weally I
do not think we could stand him in the [ -
Fourth.”

“You can thank goodness if you
<ike,” said Lowther. "I can sec more
baduness than goodness in the arrange-
nent. Any other Form is welcome to
him, and I think they ought to put him
in the New House,”

“Yaas, wathah! He weally iz not up
to School Houvse style,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I weally wish he was Wal-
cliff’s nephew instead of Wailton's., I
suppose his uncle is bound to have him
in his own House 7"

“Of eourse! Just our luck,” said
Tom, “He's going to be in our study,
too, Railton told me.” .

“Bai Jove! You have myv vewy
deepest sympathy, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus, with genuine com-
miseration. “I nevah saw a fellow
whose head I would have liked more to
punch, You fellows teain' with him,
or will you come along to No. 6 in the
Fourth 1"

“Dear man, we'd come and hear you
sing tenor solos rather than fea with
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12 Every Wednesday.

Victor Cleeve was jolly-looking, nice, or pleasant. Cer-
tainly he looked none of those things.

Cleeve had left 'his bag at Taggles’ lodge, and he was
heading for his uncle's House. There were two Houses at
St. Jim's, as Cleeve probably knew; but he did not know
which was which, and, moreover, the twe Houser were
connected by a range of other buildings. An arrogant dis-
inclination to ask for information left Cleeve rather at a
loss. In striding away from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, he
had turned towards the New House, and now he had arrived
near that building, and Figgins & Co. eyed him as he came
u

about, these old hands could sce at a glance.

That he was not in the usual run of new fellows they could
also see. He had a very assured manner, and his looks
wera not sheepish or awed in the least. The unconcealed
nioodiness and discontent in his dark, handsome face made
Figgins & Co. smile. Fellows were not supposed to display
. their feelings all over the shop, as Figging would have
- expressed it. That was not 8t. Jim’s style. If a fellow
did not like things, he was cxpected at least to grin and
bear them, without making a long face. . :

Cleeve glanced at the chums of the New House, and his
dark look grew darker as he noted their smiles.

But he was tired, and anxious to find harbour, and he
decided to ask them his way.

“1 suppose you fellows know which is the School House
here ?* he asked, stopping, and speaking ungraciously.

“Your supposition is well founded,” said Kerr, with deep
gravity.” “Your supposing gear is in quite good order.”

Cleeve stared at him, while Figging and David Llewellyn
Wynn grinned.

“Well, where is the place?” he snapped,

“New kid here?” asl?ed Figgins.

“I've come to-day, if that's what you mean. I'm not &
new kid. Yve been to school before,” grunted Cleeve,
“I'm in the 8chool House—my uncle’s House.”

sh %ai]ton your uncle ?”

& e! »n

“0Oh! You're the jolly old ncphew we've heard about—
the giddy merchant that D’Arcy hooked out of the duck-
pond, what "

*Figgins & Co. regarded Cleeve with new interest. Mr.
Railton was not their Housemaster, though they had often
wished that he was—strictly among themselves, of course.
To the School House men they kept up a solemn pretence
that they would not have exchagged Mr. Ratcliff for a
dozen Railtons. In point of actual fact, they would have
been glad to give Mr Rateliff away with a pound of tea
any day. But though Mr. Railton was not their House-
measter, they liked him almost as much as his own House
did, and they would have been glad to show friendly cor-
diality to his nephew. But Cleeve's look and manner froze
oany idea of that kind.

There was an angry sneer on Cleeve's face now.

“] fancied that D’Arcy had made a song and a dance
about that,” he said “All over the school, 1've no doubt.”

“D'Arey did nothing of the kind,” said Figgins curtly.
“Your uncle said it out before all the Fourth, That's how

" we know.”

“Well, I want my uncle's House. I didn't stop for the
pleasure of your conversation,” said Cleeve, -

Figgins looked at him.

f‘chu mentioned that you'd been to school before?” he

- paid.

‘' What about it?"

“Did they teach you that sort of manners? If they did,

ou've got & lot to unlearn, if you don't want to have a

igh old time at St. Jim's!"”

Cleeve bit his lip.

“QOh, let him rip, Figgy!” said Kerr. “Go straight on,
Cleeve, and tap at the first big dodr in the passage on the
right. That's the Housemaster's study.”

Figgins and Faity Wynn opened their mouths simul-
tancously, and closed them again at once. If this self-suffi-
cient fellow chose to walk into the wrong House and wake
up the wrong Housemaster, he could do so. Cleeve, without
& word of ghanks, tramped on, and went into the New
House,

“I suppose that merchant thinks he’s gone into the School
House |* Kerr rematked, in & reflective sort of way.
*“Think he supposed so from what I said, Figgy ?”

George Fi%gina chuckled.

*“I rather fancy so,” he answered.

“But I never told him it was the School House! T simply
told him to walk on and tap at the door in the passage on
the right, and that was the Housemaster's study. So it is.”

“Not his Houserhaster |” chuvkled Fatty Wynn.

“Yes; . he might have done better to ask a eivil question
or two,” agreeg Kerr, “Civility costs nothing, and often
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That he was a new fellow, and did not know his way
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pays. Did you fellows ever see such an ill-tempered, ill-
mannered waster in your lives?”

“Never " said Figgins.

“Hardly ever |” grinned Fatty Wynn.

And Figgins & Co. sauntered away, taking no further
interest in the proceedings of Vietor Cleeve.

Cleeve, in the meantime, found his way to the passage
referred to by Kerr, and tapped at the Housemaster's door.
There was no answer from within, and Cleeve opened the
door and entered.

The study was vacant. ;

Cleeve uttered an impatient exclamation. Mr. Railton
had told him to come to his study immediately he arrived
at. St. Jim's; and here was Cleeve, and his uncle was not
there. He was not yet aware that he was in the wrong
House; but he might have reflected that he had arrived
two hours or niore later than he had been expected, and that
a busy Housemaster could scarcely have waited in a study
for him all that time. But he stared angrily round the
study,and sat down at last in a deep armchair—the comfort-
able armchair in which Horace Ratclifi’s bony person was
wont to reposc,

He was tired and irritable and moody. A black, thought-
ful look came over his face as he sat in Mr, Ratclifi’s chair
and stared out gloomily over the green quad and crowds
of- cheerful-looking fellows. Perhaps he was t.hinl-:in%‘- of
his old school and the circumstances in which he had left it
Darker and darker grew his face. ® . '

It was & far from prepossessing countenance that met the
gam of a bony, angular gentleman who opened the study

oor suddenly.

Mr. Ratcliff whisked into the study with rustling gown.
Mr. Ratclifi’s movements were always hurried and jerky; he
continually whisked. )

But he stopped whisking quite suddenly as he saw the
scowling fellow seated in his armchair.

Mr. Ratcliff gazed at Cleeve. Cleeve rose to his feet,
ren.éiaing that this bony gentleman was a master of some
sort,

“How dare you!” hooted Mr. Ratcliff. “How dare you
enter this study and eeat yourself? Who are you?”

“I'm Cleeve,” answered the new junior sullenly. -

“Cleeve! I do not know the name! You do not belong
to this House !”

“I'm new here.”

“Absurd! Scandalous! It is impossible that a new boy
can have been placed in this House withont my being con-
sulted in the matter! How dare you make such a state-
ment, Cle¢ve, if your name is Cleeve?”

Mr. Ratcliff blinked wrathfully over his spectacles at
Cleeve, and then blinked round at his table, apparently in
search of a cane, X

“I'm weiting here for my uncle,” said Cleeve resentfully.

“Your uncle! What do you mean? Do you mean that
your'uncla has brought you to school? I have not seen

him.’
“My uncle is here.” :
“ Here—at the school? A master, do you mean?” snapped
Mr. Ratcliff. “Explain yourself at once!”
“My uncle is “Housemaster of this House,” explained

Cleeve. “I was told that this was his study, and I waited
here for him.”
“What? What? Who are you? How dare you pre-

tend to be my nephew 7” exclaimed Mr. Ratcliff. “Are you
in your right senses? I am Housemaster of this House, and
you certainly are no connection of mine |”

Cleeve started. It dawned upon his mind that his leg
had been pulled. .

“Isn't this the School House?” he asked.

“You utterly stupid boy! What is your.uncle’s name?”

“Railton.”

“0Oh! You are Mr. Railton’s nephew !” The New House-
master peered more closely at Cleeve., “I have heard of
you—I have heard of you! Are you really so stupid as to
have entered this House by mistake for Mr, Railton's
House? Upon my word!”

“A fellow told me——" began Cleeve, his face red with
anger and mortification.

“Absurd! Have you no common sense? Are you an
infant? You seem to me utterly obtuse and dense. If you
are my colleague’s nephew, I shall not cane you for your
insolence in seating yourself in my chair in my study. If
vou belonged to my House, I should punish you severely.
Leave my study at once!”

Victor Cleeve, with a face of fury, steﬂmd out of the
study as Mr, Ratcliffi opened the door. onteith of the
Sixth, a New House prefect, was in the corridor, and Mr.
Rateliff called to him.

“ Monteith !”

“Ves, sir!” Monteith came up, glancing rather curiously
from the new junior to the Housemaster's angry face.

“Thiz boy states that he is Mr. Railton’s nephew, end
seems not to have sense enough to find his way to his own
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House, Will you send a junior across with him, Monteith 7
“Certainly, sic!”
Mr. Rateliff whisked into his study again,
“Railton’s nephew ?” asked Monteith, looking at Victor
Cleeve with interest.

“Yes,” grunted Clesve. “You needn't tiouble to send a:
follow with me. "I can find my way all right.”

“You don't seem to have had much luck in finding your
way so far,” answered the captain of the New House.
“Here, Redfern1”’

Redfern of the Fourth came up.

“Take this new kid over to the School House and drop
him in Railton’s study,” said Monteith. “He's wandered in
here like a stray dog.”

Redfern grinned.

“All right, Monteith! Come on, kid!”

Redfern led the new fellow out of the House. Redfern
wag a good-natured fellow, and ready to oblige a new “kid
who did not know his way about. But Victor Cleeve was
not ready to be obliged.

'“J can find my way!” he snapped. “You needn’t come!”

“ Prefect’s orders,” answered Redfern cheerily. “I've got
to go, whether you can find your way or not. This way.”

Cleeve tramped on with him sullenly. Redfern led him
across the quad and in at the big doorway of the School
House. In that House he tapped at the door of Mr,
Railton's study.

The School House master, fortunalely, was there. His
deep, pleasant voice was heard in response to Redfern's tap.

“Come in!”

Redfern opened the door and pushed Cleeve in,

“T was told to bring thia chap here, sir,” he said.
got into our House by mistake.”

“Tfa

N belora,

Clesve's syes were fixed on the norutl fn which the figure
of a ni{wy showed. ' That ﬁlpl: ooh:.'f,u a man I've seen
* he sald, In a low, strained volos. ¥ Bhouldnt wonder
—those fellows go all over the country,” sald Manners. -
(See Chapler 105 '

And having thus performed his duty, Redfern of the
Fourth departed, dismissing the matter from his mind.
Uncle and nephew were left together.

(UHAPTER 9.
Uncle and Nephew !.

R. RAILTON turned to his nephew.

Ho had been in the act of locking his desk when
Redfern knocked at the door, preparatoty to leav-
ing his study. He slipped the key into his pocked
and fixed his eyes on the clouded face of Victor Cleeve.
That tho Housemaster was deeply attached to his nephew
Cleeve could hardly have doubled; but there was a stern

expression on Vietor Railton’s face now.

““You are late, Victor,” he said,

“Yes,” answered Cleeve indifferently. .

“Did not Merry and his friends meet you at the station?™

“I saw two fellows there.”

Mr. Railton glaneced at his watch.

“Jt is now half-past six,” he said. “I have been somoe-
what concerned about you, Victor. I expected you early in
the afternoon.” .

Cleeve did not reply to that. )

“Y am dining Wiﬁl the Head this evening,” went on Mr.
Railton. “I have to go and dress for dinner immediately.
1 can therefore spare you but a few moments, owing to your
late arrival. I cannot understand why you did not reach
thé school earlier. I did not tell Merry so in so many
words, but he must have been aware that I desired you fo
come straight to St. Jim's.,” He frowned. “I shall speak
to Merry about thig.” .
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“It wasn't his fault,” said Cleeve. “I came by the hall-
past five train to Rylcombe.” .

“] do not understand you, Vietor. Your Uncle Maurice
tolephoned me that you were taking the three o'clock train
rt .fhhntsfard—thr&e-thirty at Rylcombe,”

“I got out at Wayland.”

"“For what reason "

“There was a match on at the Ramblers' ground. 1
wanted to see 1t,"

“Victor I”

'The nephew's eves dropped before the uncle’s severe
glance,

“You deliberately delayed two hours on your way to the
ghool for no reason whatever of a serious nature, Vietor "

“T wasn't in a hurry to get-here,” muttered Cleeve. 1
pnever wanted to come, and I don't see why 1 should hurry.”

“You knew 1 expected you."

N0 answer.

“You say you saw Merry at the station.
that he waited there till half-past five 1"

“1 suppose s0.”

“You have wasted a schoolboy’s half-holiday, then, by your
wilfulness, as well as made your uncle uneasy and anxious.”

Cleeve looked stubborn, and did not spenk. Concern for
Tom Merry and his wasted half-holiday obviously did not
trouble him very much.

There was a short silence in the study. Mr. Railton’s eyes
scanned his nephew’s face; Cleeve's were fixed on the floor.

“IMerrj' came to the school with you ?"” asked Mr. Railton
at last.

"“"Yes, most of the way.”

“How camo you to enter the New IHouse by mistake?”

“A fellow misdirected me,” said Cleeve, his eves glemning.
“ A joke on a newcomer, I suppose.”

“1 cannot understand why Merry did not bring you to the
llouse and to my study. Did he leave you "

“1 left him."

S And why ¥ asked Mr. Railton, his voice growing decper.
"“Am I to understand that you have quarrelled with Merry—
the best-tempered junior in the whole school, Victor "

“Wot with him. A fellow with him—I didn't catch his
namoe—a friend of his,” muttered Cleeve, his cheeks redden-
ing. ‘]"Hl:r asked me about my old scheool, and taunted
e

"It must have been either Manners or Lowther—and
neither Manners nor Lowther would have taunted you
unprovoked, I am assured of that. Can you tell me that
you gave no provocation?”

"I dare say I did.”

Again the School House master regarded his nephew in
gilence, Cleeve did not meet his glance.

“This will not do, Victor,” said the Housemaster at last.
“That vou were unwilling to leave Barcroft I am very well
awarc—but that matter is past and done with. You must
know perfectly well that, in the circumstances, you are
fortunate to get another chance in a publie school of the
standing of St. Jim's, Only Dr. Ilolmes' personal friendehip
for myself induced him to allow you to enter—but for the
fact that I am Housemaster here, and guaranteed to answer
for you in spite of all appearances, every school of any
standing would have been closed to you after you leflt
Darcroft.”

“That’s not my fault.”

“My brother and T hope and believe that it is nol vour
fault, Victor," eaid the Housemaster, in a kinder tone.
" But the fact remains unaltered. Bureroft is closed to vou;
and it is judicious not even to mention the name of your old
school here. Fortunately it is at a preat distance from
St. Jim's—and no one here is likely to know Bareroft boys,
Can you not see, Victor, that your coming here is a great
chance for you—a chance that is a great stroke of good
fortune ¥

“l suppose 80,"” muttered Cleeve,
chap, and I don't want to be here.”

“Woaould you be willing to return to Barcroft, if it were
possible, in the circumstances?”

Jleeve shifted uneasily,

“No! I couldn't face them, of course.”

“You do not wish to leave school, and te be placed in the
world withbut having completed your education 1"

“No!" muttered Cleeve.

“Then what do you want "

No answer.

""You can see, Victor, that your present attitude is uttenly
nnreasonable,” said Mr. Railton quietly.  “ Bareroft is
closed to you for ever—you would not return there even if
your old headmaster allowed it, which is impossible in the
circumstances. Yeu do not wish to leave school at your

resent age. Yet you eomplain and repine at coming here.

ou are acting like a child.”
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Doecs that mean

“But I'm a Barcroft

“Well, I'm here,” muitered Cleeve.
stand it. I've had a lot to stand already.”

“That is true,” said the Housemaster, hia tone soltening
again., " Bubt you will do yourself no good by repining,
Victor. You have every chance of making your way here,
and making new friends—good friends.”

“I don’t want new friends—I've got my own friends.™

“Whom you can never see."”

“I know that.”

“And who,” added the Houszemaster sternly, “would
probably not speak to you if you could see them.”

Cleeve winced,

“1 know 1" he muttered.

“You will be Plu.{:ed in the Shell here—the Form you were

in at Barcroft., There are many boys of sterling character in
the Shell—and the best of all is Tom Merry, whom I sent

“1 suppose I can

of the air is, Britain is well to the fore.

and detail, of the * R100."
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to meet you at the station, in the hope that you would make
frionds with him."”

“T don't care for him.”

“Merry is junior captain of the House,” went on Mr.
Railton, “the junior cricket is in his hands. He will be
glad to give you every chance in games when he knows your
l]uu'ﬁlg.”

“I don't want him to.”

“And why not 7" rapped out the Housemaster.

“1 was captain of my House at Barcroft—junior captain,
muttered Cleeve. *'I don't see knucklin' under to another
fellow.”

“That is mere folly, Victor, After the disaster that has
fallen upon you, do you expect to retasin everything you
have lost ?”

“It wasn't my fault.”

“If not your fault, it was at least in part due to your
folly,” said Mr. Railton, “ At all events, you may be happy
and successful here if you go to work in the right spint,
and you will receive every kindness and encouragement from
me. But you must understand, Victor, that 1 am your
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Housemaster as well as your uncle, and you will not be
permitted to disregard authority. Your conduct this after-
| noon I shall overlasok, as you had not yet joined the school
ML the time. Nothing of the kind mwust recur, however.
'There is no such thing as favouritism here—my nephew takes
his place with the rest of his Form in exactly the same way.”

“I'm not askin' to be favoured.”

Mr. Railton breathed rather hard.

“] am pressed for time now, Victor,” he said. “I had
hoped to be able to give you the afterncon—jyou chose to
be late. Come with me, howaver, and I will take you fo sew
the House-dame, and introduce you to your future Form
master, Mr, Linton, and then take you to yonr study. Then

1 must leave you to your own devices. I will see you again

in the evening.”
Cleeve followed the Housemaster from the study.
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CHAPTER 10.
The New Fellow Finds a Friend |

ANNERS of the Shell came cheerily in at the
M schiool gates, with his precious camera elung in its
case over his shoulder. Manners had not enjoyed
the first part of that half-holiday ; but he had quite
enjoyed the an-cuns part. IHis “camera crawl” had been an
eminent success. Manners had a roll of six new films in his
camera, and every one of those Mms had now been ex-
pended—with the meticulous care that Harry Manners gave
to every photograph; so every one was going to be a success.
Various beauty spots of beautiful Sussex were now on record,
as well ns a picture of a gipsy camp, upon which Manners
had fortunately happened along the Wayland road. Manners
was highly satisfied with his afternoon; and did not even
remember that he had missed ten and was hungry.

He walked brightly into the School House and went up to
Study No. 10 in the Shell. He rather expected to find Tom
Merry and Monty Lowther there—having remembered their
oxistence now that he had finished taking photographs, DBut
the study was vacant.

As a maltter of fact, Tom Merry had been along once, and
Lowther had been along once, from Study No. 6 in the
Fourth to see whether Manners had come in. But they had
not found him, and now they had given him up. ;

Manners laid the leather case containing his precious
camera on the table, and realised that he wanted his tea.
It was getting near time for call-over now, and tea in Hall
was long past. Had Manners been aware of the cheery
tea-party in Study Ne. 6 he would have presented himiseif
at that hospitable study to take his whack in what was
left. Dut he was not aware of it, and only concluded that
his chums had tea'd somewhere, and gone out of the Houso
again. So he rooted through the study cupboard for sup-
plies, and sat down to a solitary tea,

He did not linger over his tea. He was anxious to get
to tre dark-room und develop his films. It was too late
for printing-out that day; but that would coma in tino
morning, before classes.  Manners was quite a sociable
fellow, and liked the company of his chums; but just ot
present he certainly did not niiss them. The dark-room,
end the turning out of some axcellently-finished negatives
occupied his busy thoughts.

Having [inished tea and cleared the table—Manners was
a tidy youth—he opened the leather case and took out the
camera, Just then a tap came at the study door.

“Uome in, fathead!™ called out Manners cheerily, sap-

posing that it was some fellow in the BShell who had
knocked,

He had no objection to spending a few minutes telling
a fellow about his success with the camern that afternoon
—some intelligent fellow like Talbot, for instance. If e
was some unintelligent fellow—that is to say, some fellow
uninterested in cameras—Manners had. no intention of
wasting precious minutes on him,

It was, however, Mr, Railton who opened the study door,
and Manners' cheeks erimsoned with confusion.

" Oh, sir!” he ejaculated.

Mr., Railton, however, did not seem to have heard
Alanners’ polite invitation to enter. He wes a tectiul
Housamaster, and knew when not to Lear.

“Ah! You are here, Manners,” he said. “Your friends
aro not here, 1 see.”

“1 think they'ro out of the House somewhere, sir,
Manners.

"Come in, Victor.”

The Housemaster's nephow entered.

Manners glanced at him rather curiously, He gucesed
that this was the fellow for whomi he had waited an hour
at the station—and for whom his chums had wuited two
hours. Whether they had met him, after all, or not,
Manners did not know, and wasn't interested to know, In
point of fact, he had forgotien Vietor Cleeve's existence
until this moment.

“My nephew, Victor Cleeve,” said Mr., Railton. “I
think you have already met him, however, Manners."”

“Nunno, sir,” stammered Manners, rather confused
again. "1 left my friends at the station, as—as—as—"

“Quite s0,” said Mr., Railton, “1 understand; my
nephew was late.  Viector, this is Manners of the Shell.
This is the study you will share with Manners, Lowther,
and Merry."” '

Manners felt called upon to shake hands with the new
fellow, in fhe circumstances. His previous inlention of
punching the fellow's head had been forgoiten; and, any-
how, was obviously impracticable now. So he stepped for-
ward and held out his hand.

““GGlad to see you at 8t. Jim's, Cleeve,” hq said.

Cleeve shook hands with him in a very perfunciory way,
and dropped his hand at once,

“1 will leave you here, Victor,” said Mr. Railten.

“Very well, sir.” In Manners’ prosence, the new fellow
did not addresas the Housemaster as *“ uncle.”

“You will do no preparation your first evening, Victor.
When preparation begins, you will come to my study—I
shall expect you there.”

“Very well.” .

Mr. Railton stepped to the door, There was a shight cloud
on his face, which Manners thought that he understood,
The Housemaster was very keen for his nephew to make
friends with Tom Merry & Co.; and the nephew was not in
the Jeast enthusiastic on that subject.

“] hope you will all be good friends in this study,’
the Housemaster at last,

“(Certainly, sir,” said Manners, as Cleeve did not speak.
“We're jolly glad to have your nmephew hers, sir.”

That speech was sincere enough, but only on Mr,
Railton’s account. Manners would have put up with an
even more unpleasant fellow than Victor Cleeve, to oblige
“old Railton.”

“Thank you, Manners.”
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The Housemaster left the study.

Manners logked at Cleeve.

He wanted, of course, to get away to the dark-room.
There was time to develop his photographs before call-over
if he wasted no time. But he wanted to be civil to Mr.
Railton's nephew. Fortunately, - he remembered that
D'Arcy had mentioned that Cleeve was given to photo-

raphy. On that subject, Manners could have talked for
ﬁoura to his worst enemy. It was a chance of breaking
the ice—and Cleeve's manner was ice itself.

“Well, here you are!” said Manners cheerily.

Cleeve only glanced at him, apparently not thinking that
remark worthy of wasting any breath in replying.

21 heard from D'Arey that you go in for photographs.”

Cleeve showed a slight interest.

*Yos. Do you?”

“Do 17" grinned Manners, “Well, just a little. I've
had a photograph printed in a newspaper, and been paid
for it.” Manners madé that statement with justifiable
pride. "’Tain't every fellow at school who's buited into
the back page of the *Daily Mail,' what?”

“No fear!” agreed Cleeve quite cordially.
camera ?”

Yes, that’s it.”

“It's a jolly good oneo!”

“A present,” cxplained Manners. “I couldn’t afford to
buy a camera like that, of course, It's

“Thet your
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it seemed to have soured and embittered his temper im
every other way.

He listened to Manners' talk with interest and answered
cheerily, and anyone looking into the dark-room just then
would have supposed that the two junioss were olcr friends,
and certainly not that Manners, only a short time since, had
been yearning to punch Cleeve’s nose.

Manners handled his developing-tank in his wsual
masterly style. Every picture on the roll was a success—
which was generally a foregone conclusion with Manners'
pictures. It was but seldom that Manners of the Shell
wasted a section of film, - . ;

Cleeve watched him over his shoulder; scanning the
pictures as they showed up.

“What’s that1” he ejaculated suddenly.

“Which one? Thst's the spinmey over by Wayland.”

“The next one ?”

. “That's a gipsy camp I spotted by the Wayland road—
jolly romantic looking, like 8 camp of brigands!” said
Manners, “I think it's coming out all right; mustn't
develop too long, though.”

Cleeve's eyes were fixed on the picture, in which the figure
of a slouching gipsy showed wi& s caravan in the back-
ground. In the negative, of course, the, darks were light
and the lights dark, so recognition was difficult; yet there
secmed a look of recognition on Cleeve's face, though
Manners did not think of noticing it. )

“That gipsy looks like 8 man I've

a corker, I can tell you. You can open j
it if you like—the films are all right.”

~ Cleeve examined the camera with evi-
dent interest. Manners was
to think that' the new kid was not such
a rank outsider as the Honourable
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy believed. After
all, D'Arcy was a rather footling ass,
and knew nothing about cameras. This
fellow did. The interested expression on
Cleeve's face, replacing the sullen cloud,
as he examined that handsome camera,
made Manners forgive him quite easily
for that long wait at Rylecombe Station.
It might not have been his fault—why,
he might even have delayed en route to
take photographs—in which case, what
reasonable fellow could have blamed
him?

“I hear that Gussy mucked up your
camera the day he met you at Abbots-
ford,” went on Manners.

“D'Arcy, do you mean? Yes, the ass!”

cover posiage.—
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seen before,” said Cleeve in a low,
strained voice.

“Bhouldn’'t wonder. Those fellowa
go all over the country, I believe,” said
fanners. “You'll see him better when
I've got this printed. I must fix it
now; don't want to over-develop.”

Clecve , stepped aside as anners
proceeded to work with his solution.

There was a strange expression on his
face, though it was not noticeable in
* the glimmer of the red lamp.

He remained silent till the Shell
fellow had finished.

“ After all,” he said, speaking to him-
self rather than to Manners, “ gipsies are
much alike. I don't suppose that’s the
man I've seen before.” i

“You'll see, anyhow, when I get a
print in the morning,” said Manners.
“I'm finished here, and I fancy it's
call-over by this time. Let's cut.”

They left tho dark-room, Cleeve with

I your

a darkly thoughtful expression on his

“ (ot it going again, I hope ?”

o Oh, yes 17 .

“Brought it to 8t. Jim's with you?”

“It's in my box that's coming on.”

“Film or plate?”

‘lente‘,l

“Well, T prefer film myself,” said Manners. “But every
man to his taste. There’s a lot to be said for plaies, in
some circumstances. Look here, I'm just going to develop
these films—like to mooch along to the dark-room with me?
You'll want to use the dark-room if you take pictures, and
you may as well learn your way about. Fellow has to put
his name down, you know; but you can get it sometimes
when it's not wanted, anyhow. Like to come along?”

£T'd like to no end.”

“Had your tea, though?” added Manners, as an after-
thought.

“1 had some at Wayland.”

“Wayland !” repeated Manners, wondering what a fellow
had been doing at Wayland, when he was taking a train
from -Abbotsford to Rylcombe. But there was no time to
inguire, as time waas precious. “Well, all right; come
along then.”

The two juniors left the study together.

Manners led the way cheerily downstairs to the 'dark-
room, Fellows were coming into the House now, and one
or two called to Manners of the S8hell, but he hardly
answered. The development of photographs was a serious
business, and' had the erack of doom been impending that
summer’s day no doubt Manners would have hurried up a
little, to got his negatives in order before the universe
dissolved.

There was no doubt that €leeve was interested in the
dark-room, with the red lamp going,

The cloud had passed from his face, his sullen manner
had left’ him. A hobby is a healthy thing for any boy
to have; and the trouble that had fallen upon Victor
Cleeve had not destroyed his interest in his hobby, though
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face. The glimmering figure of the
gipsy on the negative seemed to have given him some
strange shock., But he shrugged his shouliers impatiently,
as if dismissing unpleasant reflections from his mind.

Manners and Cleeve came along to Big Hall together for
call-over, Manners chatting cheerily on the way—on the
subject of photographs, of course—and Cleeve answering
him with equal cordiality. At the door of Big Hall they
came on Tom Merry and Lowther.

“Hallo, you men! Here you are!” said Manners cheerily.
“1 say, I've got some jolly good pictures !

“Spare us!” implored Lowther.

“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know [” said Manners, “You've
met Cleeve, I think— Why, where is he 1"

Cleeve had gone into Hall with a throng of fellows.
Manners lookecf round, with a perplexed expression.

“He was with me a second ago,” he said.

“May not be yearning for our society?” suggested
Lowther.

“I hope you haven’t been rowing with him!" said
Manners. “You're rather given to japing a new man in
the school, Monty !”

“I haven't japed that worm!” said Lowther, rather
grufily.

“That what?"”

[ worm 1

“I don't see any reason for calling him names,” said
Manners. “What's the matter with the chap?”

i1 Wg:jat isn’t the madter with the sulky brute, do you
mean ?”

“No, 1 don’t mean anything of the kind !"\said Manners
tartly. “I dare say he couldn't help keeping us waiting

‘at the station—and he never knew we were there, anyhow.

Give a ehap a chance !”

“You've got on all right with him, old chap7” asked Toin
Merry, rather curiously. i

“Yes, rather! 8plendid fellow !” said Manners.

“My only hat!” )

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s cheery voice
chimed in, as Study No. 6 came along to Hall. “Heah you
are, Mannahs! I saw you with that new boundah, Cleevel
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TFwightfully sowwy that the beast has been planted in your
studay, o]cfr bean [*

“What rot!” |

“Weally, Mannahs—" :

“Blessed if I see why you're down on the chap!” said
Mauners crossly. “He scems all right to me!”

“Gweat Boott!" )

“T faney you're the only fellow at 8t. Jim's who will
think him all right, from what I hear ! remarked Blake.

“Rubbish 1

And Manners went into Hall, his friends following him
in some perplexity. They would not have been surprised to
learn that Manners of the Shell had been scrapping with
tha new fellow in Study No. 10. That would not have sur-
prised them at all, . But to hear Manners state that he was
a splendid fellow was very aurﬁrising. They could only
hope that Manners was right, though on that point their
doubts were very considerable indeed.

CHAPTER 11.
Just Like Gussy !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY walked into the
A games-room in the School House after prep ihat
evening, and looked round him, scanning the
juniors there with the aid of his celebrated monocle.

He did not seem to perceive the person he sought.

“ Anybody seen that wottah?” he inquired.

“Trimble wanted?” asked Monty Lowther.
Trimble, D'Arcy's asking for you!” .

“Yah !” was the reply of Baggy Trimble of the Fourth.

“Bai Jove! Twimble is not the wottah I was askin'
for, Lowthah!” said Arthur Augustus. “I mean quite
anothah wottah|”

“Ha, ha, ha!'-

“Racke!” called out the humorous Lowther.

“Hallo !"

Aubrey Racke of the Shell looked round.

“D'Arcy wants you !”
b_R;wkg-stured inquiringly at Arthur Augustus, who shook

is head. >

“Nat at all, Wacke, deah boy! I do not want you!”
R“ What the thump. do you mean, then, Lowther ?” enapped

acke.

“ My mistake !” said Monty.
a rotter, and he doesn't want Trimble, so I
thought—"

“You cheeky idiot !” i R

“(Crooke !” called out Lowther, persisting in his little
joke. .

194 (?h, don't be a funny idiot!” snapped Crooke of the
Shell.

“I do not want Cwooke!"” said Arthur Augustus,

“Then you must try elsewhere, old bean!” said Lowther.
“No other rotters present!”

“Whom do you want, Gussy ! asked Talbot of the Bhell,
with a smile.

“That wank outsidah Cleeve ! s

“Nice name for your Housemaster's mephew !” said
Cardew of the Fourth. o,

“1 have found Cleeve an outsidah, Cardew, and I shall
call him what I have found him!” said Arthur Augustus.
“] wegard him as o wottah, and I shall not hesitate to
tell him s01”

“Hear, hear !” said Lowther.

“What's the matter with the chap, Tom Merry?” asked
Levison of the Fourth. “You've met him %"

“0Oh, I dare say he’s all right |” answered Tom tolerantly.
“Manners seems rather to like him, so he can’t be quite
a rotter. *But I can't say I like him much.”

“Not the least little bit in the world,” said Monty
Lowther. “1 agree with Gussy all along the linel”

“What's the man done?” asked Cardew.

“ Nothing in particular,” said Tom. *“I dare say he's
all right. Let’s hope for the best, anyhow. We don’t want
to be down on Railton’s nephew, Gussy.”

“Wathah not,” agreed Arthur Augustus. "I have the
vewy gweatest wespect for old Wailton; but, all the same,
his nephew is a wank outsidah! He has tweated me with
gwoss diswespect "

“Let him die the death, then!” gaid Cardew gravely.
“If he has done that, of course nothin' remains to be said!
His death sentence may be taken as read, and the only
thing to decide is whether lynchin’ will meet the case, or
}vhf_:z.lr,c,r it should be somethin’' lingerin’, with beilin" oil
in it!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Cardew, you ass—"

“Perhaps there’'s a misunderstanding somewhere, Gussy,”
suggested Talbot of the Shell mildly.

“Nothin' of the sort, deah boy. I will tell you what
has happened, if you like, and let you fellows judge.” said

“Here,

“D'Arcy was inquiring for
naturally

“T wan into the fellow last week ovah at Abbots-

»

I¥Arey.
ford—"

“On your bike,” grinned Kangaroo of the Shell.

“Yaas, Well, I damaged his camewah, quite by accident,
of course. I would not damage & fellow’s camewah in-
tentionally; though s fellow can be a feahful bore with his
camewah like Manners, you know.”

*“ Asg!” ‘said Tom Merry.

“Fathead!” said Monty Lowther.

Whatever Tom and Monty might think about Mauners’
camera themselves, they did not allow such thoughts 1o
other fellows. Manners and his camera were not to ha
derided by anyone but his loyal chums.

“Weally, you fellows—"

“(et on with the washing, D'Arcy,” said Grundy of iho
Shell. “Let’s hear what the chap's done.”

“VYans, wathah! I offahed to pay for the damage to his
beastly eamewah, and took his word that it would cost
two pounds. T offahed him the money, and then wemem-
bahed that I hadn’t any, ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar in the gamesroom. Arthur Augustus’
narrative was undoubtedly characteristic of the great Gussv,

“Bai Jove! I do not see anythin’ to chortle at in that,

(Continued on-next page.}
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you know. It was a doocid awkward posish for any fellow,”
said Arthur Augustus, “You sce, the whole studay was
stonay at that time, and I forgot it for the moment, That
wottah, Cleeve, just sneered, and made out that I was
gammonin’, you know—talkin’ out of my hat, and never
meanin’ to pay for his wotten camewah at all”

“Like him!” agreed Lowther. . .

“But that’s ancient history now, Gussy,” said Levison.

“Yaas, but he has wepeated tho offence to-day,” said the
swell of 8t. Jim's. “I met him in the quad and mentioned
the mattah, and offahed the money. Of course, I hadn’t it
about me at the moment—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don't cackle, deah boys. I asked him to step
up to my studay, as the tin was in my desk. He wefused
to take the twouble, and declared that I was humbuggin’
again.”

Arthur  Augustus
recollection. ;

“Makin’ out, you know, that I was a gassin® ass like
Twimble, f'winstance——"

“¥Yah!" from Baggy Trimble.

“1 considah him a wottah,” resumed Arthur Augustus,
“A fellow-who can’t take a fellow’s word is a wank wottah.
Now I have fetched the money iwom my desk, and am goin’
to pay the beast as soon as I can find him. I have been
lookin’ all ovah the shop for him, but he seems to be lost
somewhah,”

“1 think he's with Railton,” said. Talbot.
Raiiton’s study at prep.”

“Here he comes,” said Cardew. .

Arthur Augustus turned round to the door. All eyes in
the room were fixed on Victor Cleeve as he stood. in the
wide doorway, looking in.

There was little of the “new kid ” in Cleeve's look and
manner. e

He was obviously quite self-possessed, and sure of himself;
and the expression on his face, so far as it had any
expression, was disdainful,

St. Jim's men had a great pride in their school, and
regarded Bt. Jim's as the very best thing going; and them-
selves, perhaps, s the salt of the earth. They adinitted
that there were other schools, some of them quite good;
but 8t, Jim's, after all, was St. Jim's.

Eton was Eton, doubtless, and Harrow was ITarrow; Win-
chester was Winchester, and Rugbeians might think any
amount of Rugby; all that did not alter the fact that
St. Jim's was 8t. Jim's! That opinion was unanimously
held in the schoo]l. It was an opinion with which the new
fellow from Barcroft did not agree. St. Jiumn’s, to him,
was agplace of exile, and he did not like it, he did not
think ﬁnch of i, and he took no trouble whatever to
conceal his thoughts on the subjcet.

Even good-natured fellows in the games-room felt a sense
of irritation as they read the look on Victor Cleeve's face.
Grundy of the Shell gave him a pglare. Housemaster's
nephew or not, Grundy was dot taking any side from this
new blighter, as he told Wilkins and Gunn—Wilkins and
Gunn heartily eoncurring,

Cleeve locked into the room, but did not seem to intend
to enter. But D'Arcy called out to him,

“Come in, Cleeve! I've been looking for you.”

“I'm here, if you want me,” answered Cleeve curtly.
“What is it?”

“ Ahout that camewah of yours—"

“Oh, let it drop,” exclaimed Cleeve, irritably.
up with the subject.”

“It is quite imposs for me to let it dwop till the mattah
is settled,” answered Arthur Augustus calmly. “And I am
quite indiffewent as to whethag-you aro %ed up or notl.
I owe you two pounds for the damage to your camowah,
and as you declined to step up to my studay, I have fetched
the money, and heah it is.”

ID’Arey slid his hand into his pocket.

Cleeve flushed,

“T don't want you to pay,” he snapped.

“That is quite immatewial; I insist upon payin’. 1 told
you I should pay, and you had the wotten impudenco to
doubt my word.”

“Oh, rats!” said Cleeve. “You told me twice you in-
sisted on 'payin’, and you never paid. I'm sick of the
subject. The matter is of no consequence.”

“The mattah is of gweat consequence, as you have had
the unspeakable caddishness to doubt my word. Heah is
the monay.”

“Oh, hand it over, and chuck it, then; let’s get done
with it,” said Cleeave irritably, "

And he stepped into the room.

Arthur Augustus withdrew his hand from bhis pocket—-
empty! He groped in another pocket, and again his hand
came out empty. A really remarkable expression over-
spread his sristocratic countenance.
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“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated. -

Tho juniors began to. grin. It looked as if the noble
Gussy had left himself unprovided with cash for the third
time. Cleeve stared at him, and his lips curved in a
sneer.

“Gammonin' ‘again?” he asked. “For goodness’ sake,
chuck it! What's the good of humbiggin’ like this?”

D'Arcy’s face was crimson now.

“I went spceially to my studay and got the money out
of my desk,” he stuttered. "I wemembah now, that Blakn
spoke to me, and I laid it on the studay table while I
was answerin’ him. I—I—I must have forgotten to pick
it up again,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was a roar of laughter,

Cleeve laughed too—an unpleasant, sneering laugh.

“Good old Gussy!” chuckled Monty Lowther. “Ain’t he
a prize-packet?”

“Woeally, Lowthah——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Pway don't cackle, you fellows,
evah to cackle at. A fellow might* forget a twivial thing
like that, I suppose.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, wats! Cleeve, will you kindly wait heah a few
minutes while I cut up to my staday and fetch the two
pound notes I left on my table 7

There is nothin® what-

. “No,” answered Cleeve deliberately. “I won’t! This
is the third time you've bhumbugged about paying that
money, and I'm sick of it. Let the matter drop, and don't

mention it~ again.®

“You uttah wottah!” roared Arthur Augustus. “Do you
mean that you do not believe that I have left the moncy
lyin’ on my studay table 7

“1 mean exactly that!” said Cleeve coolly. “And T haven't
the faintest belief that you'd come back with it if I waited
for you, I'm fed up with your humbuggin’, so chuck it !1*

And Cleeve walked to the door again, leaving Arthur
Aungustus fairly: gasping,

CHAPTER 12.
Shell Out !

“$ENTOP
S Tom Merry’s voice rang

3 ) out sharply.
Clecve did not heed it: perhaps he cﬁd oot realiso
that the command was a £essed to him. He walked
oanowa-rda the door,
ive or six fellows promptly interposed:
was blocked, and Cleeve hfd };:o ha.ltl?
at them.

“Hold on, Cleeve,” said Talbot of the Shell quietly., “Tom
Merry called to you.”

:: Tom Merry can go and eat coke 1”

Tom Merry is junior captain of the House,” Talbot
explained.

“1 don't care a hang whether he is or not.”

“Perhaps you'll be made to care!” roared Grundy. “Per-
gapsuyou’fl get some of your swank knocked out of you

ere.

Cleeve paid no heed to that, Tom Merry crossed the room
quickly, and stood before Cleeve.

The new fellow eyed him, coolly and insolently.

“Well?” he snapped.

“Just a word with you, Cleeve,” said Tom quietly and
scornfully. “D’Arcy owes you two pounds, which he has for-
gotten to bring with him.”

“D'Arcy owes me nothin’, and I don’t believe he has
forgotten anythin’, I never asked him to pay for the
camera, and I don't believe he ever meant to pay for it,”
answered Cleeve deliberately.

" Other fellows here know I’ Arcy better than that,” said
Tom. “You'll take your two pounds before you leave this
room. Every man here will lend D'Arey anything he’s got
in his pockets.”

" Yes, rather!”

“ Hear, hear!"”

“Bai Jove! That's awf’ly decent of you fellows,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I twust that nobody heah, exceptin’ that
wank wottah, doubts my word?"

“0Of course not, old chap,” said Talbot.
matter at once, and make an end of it."

“ Bhell out, you men,” said Tom.

That the integrity of Arthur Augustus was well known in
his House was very clear. Every fellow in the room was
anxious to help. Jiven Baggy Trimble groped in his sticky
pocket for & coin that he hoped might be there, but which,
unfortunately, was not there. However, Baggy's contribu-
tion was not needed. ] .

A’ pound note from Talbot, and a ten-shilling note' each
from Levison and Tom Merry, settled the matter. -

“Thanks vewy much, deah boys,” said D'Arcy. “It is

The doorway
Ho stared angrily

“Bettle the
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wippin’ of you fellows to wally wound like this,
your money, Cleeve,”

Cleeve did not extend his hand to take it,

He stood, with a red face, covered in confusion,

From sheér ill-temper and sullenness, he had insulted
Arthur Auvgustus, not in the least believing, at the bottom
of his heart, that his sneering scepticism had any real
foundation.”

“T won't take the money,” said Cleeve at last. “I never
asked you to pay for the damage, and I never wanied you
to. Let it drop.”™

“You will take the money,' said Tom Merry.
what you've said, you've no choice about that.”

“I shall please myself.”

“You won't,” s&i% Tom ¢oolly, “You've pretended to
think that D’'Arcy did not intend to shell out, and now
vou'll take the money.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus cmphatically.

(leeve put his hands in his pockets.

“I'won’t touch it,” he said.

“Bai Jove!”

“You cheeky cad!” roarved CGrundy, shaking his fist.
“Look here, you men, what he wants is & ragging. Rag
the cad!”

Arthur Augnstus breathed deep.

“¥You wefuse to take this money, Cleeve "

“T refuse!”

“Vewy well, I will hand it ovah to the Housemastah,
and inform him that it is due fo you, and Wailton can do
as he likes about it.”

“Good egg!” assented Tom Merry.

D’ Arcy went to the door.

“Stop!” panted Cleeve.

I’ Arey stopped, his glance contemptuously on Cleeye.

““Well 2" he said curﬁy.

“1'll take the money, if you like, and confound you!”

“There it is.”

Cleeve slipped the currency notes angrily inte his pocket,
his face red and savage. Arthur Augustus promptly turned
his back on him. He had done Witil the fellow now, and
he desired to make that clear.

Victor Cleeve stood with burning cheeks and angry eyes.
He had made higself look foolizh and cheap in the eyes of

Heah is
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1 | won't take the money,”’ said Cleave. “*T'never asked you
to pay for the da_rnago."  You will take the money ! ' said
‘Tom Merry. * You've prefended that D'Arcy did not intend
Cleeve put his
hands In ‘his pooketa. ' You oheeky cad ! " roared Qrundy.
“ Look here, what he wants ie a ragging 1 " (See Chapter 12.}

"

all the fellows present, and he was painfully aware of the
fact. There was dislike and contempt in almost every face,
and fellows turned away from him. Grundy of the Shell
threw the door wide open.

“That's the way out, Clecve,” he said.

Cleeve gave him a fierce look.

“Who the dooce are you to give me orders?” he snapped.

“I'm Grundy of the Shell, the Form you disgrace by
belonging to it,” said Crundy. *@Get out!”

“Go and eat cokel”

“You're not wanted here!” roared Grundy.

“Oh, let him alone, Grundy,” said Tom Merry. “He's
not worth bothering about. He has-a right to be here, if
he likes.™ )

“Yaas, wathah! Fair play’s a jewel,” said D'Arcy. “Let
the uttah wottah wemain if he chooses; but I do not care
to stay if he does. I shall wetire.”

And the swell of St. Jim's retired, with lofty dignity.

Cleeve gave a dark look round him, and stalked out of
the room., Two or three fellows hissed as he went.

“Hallo! Here you are, old bean!” Meanners of the Shell,
coming along to the games-room, met Cleeve in the passage.
“ Looking for you.”

Cleeve did not answer or look at him. He tramped on
with a black brow, and Manners was left staring after him
in astonishment.

CHAPTER 138.
“Bend Over!"

ILDARE of the Sixth saw lights out for the Shell
K that night. The captain of the school glanced
very curiously at Cleeve. Like most other School
Houre men, Kildare iwas rather interested in the
nephew of the popular Housemaster. Railton's nephew, if
he was anything like old Railton, should have jumped into
popularity at once. Ome glance was enough to tell Kildare
that Cleeve had done nothing of the sort.
Not & man in the Shell was speaking to Cleeve.
Certainly, he did net look as if he wanted anyone to speak

to him.
TrE GEu Lisrarr.—No. 1,070.
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The sudky expression was strong upon his otherwise hand-
some facw, and he had the air of & fellow who was sufficient
unto hiimgelf, and preferred to be let alone.

Even Manners was letting him alone.

That Istle talk about photography, and the pleasant
minutes the dark-room with the negatives, had prepos-
sessed Manners in the new fellow’s favour. He was pre-
pared to bhink well of Cleeve, and to conclude that the other
fellows lmd rather misjudged him. DBut sulky rudeness was
rather herd to bear, and Manners was reconsidering his
opinion fAow,

He wis quite willing to speak to Cleeve, especially upon
his favonrite topic, but he did not want another rebuff,

Kildare looked at Cleeve, and Jooked at the other fellows,
and drew his own conclusions. In some way the House-
master's nephew had got on the wrong side of his Form at
the stat®. The good-natured senipr stopped near the bed
where Cleove was sitting to take his boots off, and spoke to
him wit cheery geniality.

“How o you like 8t. Jim's, Cleeve?”

Really. it was very gracious and kind for so great a man
as the chptain of the school, the head of the Sixth, to ask
& mew junior how he liked St. Jim’s. Lower boys were
very small beer in the estimation of the great men of the
Sixth Form.

_Victor £leeve, however, was not amenable to gracious
;ﬁlndm!ﬂl Me looked up, with no change in his proud, sullen

wﬁ‘ *

“T doni% like St. Jim's at all.”

Kildare stared at him.
. “Well, Jou're pew here,” he said. “You'll shake down
in time. New kids often miss home rather severely at first.
It passes aff."

“I don’s miss home.”

:gh, ”yl'm don’t ?”" said Kildare.

A

Some wf the Shell fellows wore grinping. This was the
St. Jim’'s $aptaip’s first experience of the sullen perversity of
the Housdtnaster's nephew. They wondered how he liked it.

Kildare geemed puzzled.. He had come across all sorts
and cor}dihons of new boys in his time, but never one quite
like this #efore. Cleeve’s manner gave him . the impression
that the fellow was a spoiled boy at home, who found schoaol
rather hs#d and cold without the accustomed petting and
coddling. But if the fellow did not, as he said, miss iomc,

that coul§f not be the explanation of his sullen and discon-
tented looks.
“You'll find 8t. Jim’s a jolly sort of place when you get

used to ih‘_ said Kildare, after quite a pause,
“1 don'# think €0.”

“Oh! ou don’t think so, although I tell you so?"
exclaimed Kildare,
“No, I on't.”

Kildare had his official ashplant under his arm. His hand'

slid along %o it for a moment. Some of the juniors expecied
a _llckmg %o be the next item on the programme, and cer-
tainly vegy little sympathy would have heen wasted on
Clecve hasl he been ordered to bend over. But the captain
of St. Jire's left the ashplant where it was.

“T'll give you a word of advice, young 'un,” said Kildare.

Cleeve Faterrupted him.

“I'm ntt askin’ for adviee, thanks!”

“Tll ghve it, all the same,” said Kildare, “and when
vou've been at St. Jim’s a little longer, kid, vou'll learn
that you fustn’t interrupt a prefect when he’s speaking to
you, Take my tip and pull yourself together, and don’t
brood and grouse. Make the best of things. ¥You'll find
yoursalf all right here after a few days, if it seems a hit
uncorffortable at first. No good ever comes of grousing and
pullirgy a long face.”

Clesve's lip curled.

“T'sm not a mew kid fresh from home, or from s prep
schodh, as you seem to think,” he answered. “I’ve been
to sclibol before, and I was junior captain of my House,”

“O&?" said Kildare, in surprise. “If that's the case,
yon kbow the ropea at a public school "

“Caertainly I do!”

“Then you know that you've been cheeliing a prefect, and
that ¢ prefect generally thrashes a junior who cheeks him."

Cle®c made no answer to that.

“I don't know at what school you've heen,” went on
Kildate, “but you don't seem to have learned to behave
voursclf there. You'll learn here, Cleeve, and the soconer
you lotrn the better it will be for you. Are you fool enough
to thisk that you can say and dyu what you like because
you're & relation of the Housemaster ! Mr. Railton would be
the lakt man in the world to show any unfair favour to a
relatic, If you've got that idea in your head, chuck it
before it gets you into trouble.”

“1 haven't!”

. “Al the better for you if you haven't; but you look like
it, an& speak [ike it. " If you weren't a new kid, I'd make
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you bend over this minute, and give you six. What school
do you come from?"

Cleeve did not answer.

“Do you hear me, Cleeve?” exclaimed Kildare, his voice
rizsing in anger.

i Y’e5 ”

“Well, answer me|”

“1 don't care to anawer gquestions,”

“Oh, my hat!"” murmured Tom Merry; and the rest of
the Shell stared at Cleeve., A fellow, new or not, who
answered the captain of the school in that style, did not
want for nerve, at least,

Kildare secmed hardly able to believe his ears. He stared
at Victor Cleeve, and the ashplant was in his hand now.

“You don't care to answer questions when' they are put
to you by the head prefect of your House?" he said, almost
dazedly.

L ND.‘I

Kildare's eyes glinted. It was Cleeve himself who had
brought up the subject of his previous school, and Kildare's
question had followed maturally. It seemed as if the new
fellow, from sheer perversity of temper, was willinf to raise
the subject upon which he was unable to give explanations.

“Well, I order you to answer me!" said Kildare grimly.
“1 don't care two straws what school you came from, or
whether you came from any school at all; but I've asked
you a question, and I order you to answer it. Now, then!”

No reply,

“Will you answer me, Cleeve?”

i NO- LE o .

“Very well! Bend over that bed!”

Cleeve rose to his feet, his eyes gleaming. Every fellow
in the dormitory could see that he was thinking of resist-
ance. That, in itself, was amazing in a fellow who, accord-
ing to his own statement, had been junior captain of his
House at a public school. There was much for a new kid
to learn, in the way of manners and customs, at any school;
but Cleeve, according to his own account, had nothing to
learn. :

The Shell* fellows looked on breathlessly.

If the fellow resisted a caning from the head prefect of
the House, ecither he would be caned by force, or he would
be taken to the Housemaster for judgment, It was quite
on the cards that he might be sent away from the school.

“I'm waiting " said Kildare,

Slowly the new junior made up his mind to it. He had
asked for it, and it had come to him; and he seemed to
realise the hopelessness and folly of a defiance of authority.
With a black and bitter face, he bent over the bed to takae
his licking.

Most of the fellows expected to see the severest “six™
administered to Cleeve that they had ever witnessed. Cer-
tainly the sulky fellow had given provocation enough,

But Kildare, as o matter of fact, only flicked him. e
was bound te give him six, having said that he would do
so; but the six fell very lightly. T%']e St. Jim’s captain was
as much perplexed as angered by Cleeve—and his judgment
—rather more experienced then that of the juniors—dis-
cerned that there was something wrong with the fellow,
though he could not guess what 1t was. .

Having somewhat disappointed the Shell by lightly flick-
ing the bending junior half a dozen times, Kildare tucked
the ashplant under his arm again.

“Turn in!" he said curtly.

He took no further notice of Cleeve.
show kindness to his Housemaster’s nephew; but Clecve
obviously was not amenable to kindness. Kildare cer-
tainly did not want to have {o give him another beating.
It was a rather uncomfortable reflection to him what Mr.
Railton would think if he learned that his nephew had been
caned on his first night at St. Jim's. It was a matter of
wonder to Kildare that such a Housemaster should possess
such a nephew; and very disconcerting lo think that old
Railton might fancy that he had been unduly severe.
Kildare mentally resolved to take as little cognizance as
possible of the existence of Cleeve of the Shell after that.

When he put out the lights, and left the dormitory, the
captain of the school was one more on the list of St. Jim's
men who had taken a dislike to Railton’s nephew. If Victor
Cleeve had been, as Mr. Railton told Tom Merry, popular
in his former school, that happy state of affairs evidently
was not going to be repeated at St, Jim’s.

—

He had desired to

CHAPTER 14.

Mysterious |
HE clang of the rising-bell roused St. Jim's to a
new day. Bright sunlight streamed in at the high
windows of the Shell dormitory, announcing a fine
summers morning. Most faces in the Shell were
cheery as the Form turned out, There was, of course, one
exception, Already the juniors were growing accustomed
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to Viclor Cleeve's sulky looks; and nobedy who noticed him
expected him to look cheerfuf, even on that ripping moro-
ing. And they were right; he did not look cheerful.

Tom Merry—whose annoyance was seldom of long dura-
tion, and who had seldom been known to let the sun go down
in his wrath—called out a word to Cleeve. Tom hated to
see a fellow looking like that, as if he had not a friend
in the world, and did not want one. Even if the fellow did
not want to be at school, it was up to him to take it smiling
when it couid not be helped. If a cheery word from Tom
could help anybody to take things smilingly, that cheery
word was never Iacking. :

“Toppmg morning, Cleeve, what?” said Tom.

Cleeve looked at him.

“Yes!” he answered curtly.

“Cheery sort of funeral mute,
demanded Grundy,

Grundy of the Shell had no superfluous good-natire to
waste on & sulky fellow who turned up his nose at 8t. Jim’s.

“Cheer up, old bean!” said Crooke. *“Must be horrid
bein’ at school with your jolly old uncle as Beak; but worse
things have happened.” s

“8till feeling that six?” grinned Wilkins.

Cleeve made no answer,

By his dark and sulky looks, he called for the chipping
from the Bhell fellows; it seemed to be his fate to ask for
trouble, But his sulky face grew darker.

As a matter of fact, there was more excuse for Clecve's
sulky gloom than the fellows guessed—than even Tom Merry
surmised, though Tom was kind and sympathetic by nature.
Turning out at St. Jim’s in the sunny morning reminded
Cleeve very forcibly of rising-bell at Bareroft—of turning
out with a cheery crew of fellows who had been his friends,
and who now, perhaps, had forgotten him, or, if they remem-
bered him, thought of him only as the fellow who had had to
leave school under a cloud. All his feelings, his hopes, his
interests, were bound up in Barcroft, and betwegn him and
his old school a black shadow lay.

He thought of old associations with bitter repining; and
new associations made no appeal to him. Only Manners,
for a time, had interested him a little, as a sharer of the
same hobby. )

Cleeve lost no time in getting down from the dormitory,
Derisive glances followed him as he went.

“Cheery sort of merchant, and no mistake!” remarked
Kangaroco. ‘‘Looks as if he has committed a murder and
doeen’t know what to do with the body.”

“You fellows noticed that he wouldn't tell Kildare tle
name of his old school!” grinned Racke maliciously. “He's
been in some trouble thero—the telegram said he had been
in trouble, I wonder if he was sacked ?”

Lowther gave Tom Merry a quick look.

That surmise, evidently, was not going to be confined to
Lowther. It was a natural suspicion, in view of Cleeve's
secretiveness on the subject.

“Rubbish 1" said Manners. Manners was still rather
under the influence of Cleeve's keen interest in cameras.

“0h, rubbish, is it?"” snapped Racke. “And if he wasn't
sacked, then why was he so jolly secret about where he
comes from ?”

“Fellow is supposed to say where ho comes from,”
remarked Gore,

“0Of course he is!" said Grundy.

“Well, I don't know why he doesn't give it a name,” said
Manners. “But he can't have heen sarcked, far a jolly good
reason. No man sacked from another school would be
allowed to come to St. Jim's.”

“That's a cert!” said Bernard Glyn.

“Well, that's so, as a rule, T suppose,” admitted Aubrey

ain’t you, Cleeve?”

Racke. " But it may make a difference his being Railton’s
nephaw.”
“Bosh! Railton wouldn't want him here if he had been

sacked from another school.”

‘Fellow ain't sacked for nothing!"” remarked Kangaroo.
“TIf he’s a bad hat Railton wouldn’t plant him on us, even
if the Head would let him.”

“And he wouldn't!” said Mannecrs.

That seemed rather convineing, as even Monty Lowther
had to admit to himsell. But that white, seared loek on
Cleeve's face recurred to Monty: and with it his original
opinion was confirmed. Cleeve had heen “bunked ™ from
school, Lowther” was assured of that, though he did not
contribute his opinion to the discussion in the dormitory.

Manners went down, and went to his study in the Shell
passage for his negatives. The sun was already bright, and
Manners was thinking of printing out his pictures at an early
hour that morning. A little to his surprise, he found Cleeve
ih the study, and found him oxamining the roll of films,
which he had taken out of Manners' special box of phota-
graphic gadgets.

Manners stared at him, not wholly pleased to see his pro-

rty being handled so freely witliout permission, even by a
cllow who shared his hobby.

Cleeve glanced at him and rcddened. Apparently he had
not expected Maniiers to come to the study ore breakfast.

MYou don't mind my looking at your 8Im?” he asked,
with a civility of manner that was rather now to him. “I
was rathor kecn to see your pictures by the daylight.”

Manners was placated at once.

“My dear chap, look at them as much as you like,” he
answered cordially. “I can see you know how to handle a
film without damaging it. I've seen a fellow grab a film
and crumple it up in his paw. Look here, like to come
along while I take some prints? We've got time before
chapel.” v

“I'd like to ne end,” said Cleeve.

“Good man! We shall get on in  this study,” said
Manners. “Jolly glad to see a chap who's got some sense
on this subject, You know, I wanted to fix up the study as
& dark-room, but the other fellows objected. They’re jolly
good sorts, you know, but they ain't keen on photography.’”

Cleeve grinned--for the first time since he had arrived at
8t. Jim's. The idea of fixing up the study as a dark-room
seemed to strike him as funny,

“Tt could be done, you know,” said Manners. “I could
wangle a sink in the corner, and blinds for the window. Of
course, I should have fo shut the other chaps out at times;
but they don't seem to catch on, somehow. They make out
that shutting the study up and burning a red lamp, and all
that, wounld make the room stuffy,”

“It might!” grinned Cleeve.

“Well, if it did, who eares for trifles like {hat?"” said
Manners, busy with his scissors, culting the roll of films into
sections, while he talked. “Fellow can’t always bag the
dark-room downstairs, and when a fellow wants to develop,
he wants to develop, doesn’t he?"

“Quite!” agreed Cleeve,

“Well, coma on!” said Manners.

. Cleeve’s eyes lingered on the little stack of separate films
in the Shell fellow’s hand, One of them, at least, had a keen
interest for the fellow who came from a school he did not
care to name,

He accompanied Manners, and when they came out into
the quad a little later others of the Shell were out in the
early morning, and they glanced at the two of them, puzzaled
to see Cleeve looking cheerful and on friendly terms with a
5t. Jim's man.

““He's got Manners on photography,” Tom Merry
remarked to Lowther, with a laugh. “That's why old
Manners thinks he isn't such a rank rotter. I remember now
Gussy said the fellow had a camera.”

Lowther chuckled.

“His coming into our study may be a blessing in dis-
guise,” he remarked. “Manners may talk photography to
him instead of to us!™

“For which relief we shall be duly thankful!” said Tom,
laughing. *‘Let’s see what Manners is up to; he will expect
us to be deeply intrigued by the pictures he took yesterday,
and, for goodness' sake, don’t mention that we had forgotten
all about them ™

The two Shell fellows joined Manners and Cleeve,
Manners gave them a cheery grin. He was sclecting a sunny
spot for printing out his pictures—on an old oaken bench in
the elm walk.

“I thought you fellows would want to see what I bagged
yvesterday,” remarked Manners, “Some jolly good ones,
though I say it. You can’t see very well in the printing-
frames, but wait till I get the pictures.”

Manners set his little frames out in a row. The sun shone
down on them eclearly and brightly, Tom Merry and
Lowther looked at them with as much interest as they could
call up for the occasion. Manners' hobby did not appeal
to them very much; but they did their best.

“What's this one?” asked Tom. ‘Looks like a giddy
brigand."

“That's-a gipsy camp I found along the Wayland road,”
said Manners. “That's a gipsy chap standing near his
caravan. Loolks a bit of a bandit, doesn’t he? I could fake
that picture into an Italian brigand scene if I liked. Clecys
thinks he’s seen that man before somewhere,”

Cleeve opened his lips, and closed them again withayt
speaking. "

His eyes were frxed on the gipsy in the photogragh,
scarcely recognisable in the negative perhaps, but morg so
in the printing-frame than in the developing tank.

So far as could be judgod from the negative the gipsy
looked a shifty man, with a hard and reckless face thag had

a lurking expression of slyness. Certainly it was wot a
pleasing face, -

“Not the man to meet alone on a dark night,” commanted
Tom Merry.

“Regular ruffian,” agreed Manners cheerfully. ™{f I'd
met him in a lonely place, I dare say he would haws had
my cemera off me and gone through my pockets. He
couldn't try that game on the Wayland road, thoagyh. I
gave him a bob to pose for a picture.”

®  Tpe GeM Lierairy.—No. ;_Q’TD.



22 Every Wednesday.

“Nice company for a St, Jim's man to get into!” said
Lowther.

Snort from Manners,

“1 wanted the picture,” he said, “I dare say the man
isn’t a bad chap, either, only he locks rather rough and
sly. I had a jaw to him, too. He's come along from
Norfolk in his van.”

“From Norfolk!” repeated Cleeve, as if involuntarily.

“Yes, If you've been in Norfolk, that's where you've seen
him, very likely."”

Cleeve did not state whether ho had been in Norfolk. His
cyes fixed again, as if fawinated, on the negative.

“You didn't learn his name?"” he asked, after a loug
pause, during which Manners was watching the effeet of
the silm on his negatives and forgetting time and space, as
usual.

“Eh, whose name?"” asked Manners, with a start, coming
out of a dream, as it were. +

“The gipsy’'s name.”

“0Oh! Yeés; he told me his name was Isaac Ives.”

Manners, still watching hisz precious printing oulfit, did
not think of locking at Cleeve, But:Tom Merry and
Lowther saw—they could not help seeing—the colour drain
from the new fellow's face. The look they had seen on his
face the day before came back to their memory—it was on
Cleeve's face now. Tom made a movement forward.

“Clecve! What's the matter? What—"

“ Nothing."

“My hat! I thought you were going to be ill—"

. “What utter rot!”

Tom stepped back again, setting his lips. Cleeve had
pulled himself togelher, but there was a strange gleam in
his eyes.

Tom and Lowther exchanged a glance. That Cleeve knew
the name of Isaac Ives, that he was acquainted with thas
sly-featured gipsy was obvious, and that discovery was
strange enough.

Manners gathered up his printing-frames.
to take them in for fixing the pictures.

“T'll help wyou,” said Cleeve suddenly.

He picked up the printing frame containing the negative
of the gipsy. Manners gathered the rest,

“Come on, old bean!” he said, starting for the Ilouse.

Cleeve followed him.

Crash ! 5

The printing-frame that Clecve was carrying fell to the
ground, Manners spun round.

“Well, you clumsy ass!” he exclaimed, *Mind—don't
tread on it—look what you're doing, Cleeve!” shrieked
Manners, in an agony of apprchension.

But the warning was in vain.

Cleeve, with utter clumsiness—if the action was not in-
tentional—had planted his boot fairly on the printing-
frame, and there was a horrid crunch as his weight was
thrown upon it.

Manners gave a howl.

“You fathead! You chump! My photograph! Oh, my
hat! You eclumsy idiet! You footling fathead!” Manners
of the Shell was not polite—indecd, some fellows said that
he was scarcely civilised—when anything happened to his
precious photographs.

“Sorry !” gasped Cleeve.

“¥You idiot! You're grinding it under your
yvelled Manners. “Can't you get your hoof off it?
you potby 7"

Manners, rushing back, shoved Lleeve roughly away. It
was no time to stand on ceremony.

Then he knelt and examined the wrecked printing-frame.
It was smashed to pieces. The negative was beyond all

It was time

boot !"
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recognition now—nothing but' a bloteh remained where
(Cleeve's boot had ‘ground it to the carth. Manners, with
the feeling of a liouess robbed. of her cubs, gazed at the
wreck. :

“Awflully sorry!”

* Idiot !"

“Look here——"

“Oh, chut up!”

Manners gathered up the wreckage; and carrled ¥ off,
though it was obvious that no picture ever would be
taken from that negative now, The most skilful hand
could not have restored it to a condition for printing a
picture. Cleeve looked after the exasperated photographer
of the Shell, and then glanced at Tom Merry and Lowther.

He knew that they were looking at him. His face crim-
soned under their accusing eyes.

“What did you mean by that, Cleeve?” asked Tom Merry,
very quietly,

“It was an accident—"

“It was no accident!

stammered Cleeve,

1

You deliberately destroyed
Manners’ photograph. I never saw anything more delib-
erate !"” said Tom hotly. “ Are you potty, or what? What
has Manners done to you?”

“I never meant—"

“Lie number two!” said Monty Lowther. “We shan't
tell Manners so, as luckily he doesn't seem to have noticed
it—but we both know that you destroyed that picture cn
purpose.” t

Cleeve shrugged his shoulders.

“Think so, if you like,” he said, with a sneer.
value your opimion very much.”

“¥You're an utter cad,” said Tom. “You know that
Manners is potty about his plotographs, and you destroy
one of them—for nothing!”

‘' Not for nothing,” said Monty Lowther, with bitter clear-
ness.  “Cleeve knows that 'gipsy, knows his nameé, and
wantfjd_to get rid of that photograph. That’s why he de--
troyed it.” .

Cleeve gave him a look, and turned and walked away.

“ Monty !" muttered Tom.

“Isn't it plain?” snapped Lowther.

“But why——"

“I don’t know-—unless his old school's in Norfolk, where
Manners says that gipsy comes from, and the man knows
something about him—and he's afraid it may get out here.
He doesn’t want any 8t. Jim’s man to know Isaac Ives Ly
sight, I suppose.” Lowther set his -teeth. “I've a jolly
good mind to run my bike out after class, and hunt -wp
that gipsy, and hear what he can tell us about Cleeve
and where he comes from.”

“You won't, old chap,” said Tom. “That's not good
enough for you. Blessed if I know what to make of. it—
but he's Railton’s nephew, and the less said about it=the
better.”

And as the chapel bell began to ring, the subject was
dropped, and the chums of the Shell said no more of
the strange happening—but they could not help thinking
of it.

“1 don't

Ry —

CHAPTER 15,
Left on His Qwn !

ICTOR CLEEVE took his place in Form with the

\/ Shell that morning.

Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, was wvery
kind to him, doubtless on account of the fact that
Cleeve was his colleague’s nephew,

(leeve showed little appreciation of it.

He sat in Form with a sulky face, and more than once
the Shell fellows noticed their Form master glance at him
keenly and dubiously.

He had, however, no fault to find with Cleeve so far
as the Form work went. Whatever and wherever his old
sthool was, Cleeve had not wasted his time there, and he
was a5 good a man in class as any fellow in the Shell.
Indeed, he was better than most, and on that account, at
least, his Form master was pleased with him,

Nobody in the 8hell took any notice of Cleeve. Tha
Schiool House fellows did not like him, and wanted nothing
to do with him. The New House members of the Foru,
who had seen little or nothing of him so far, looked at
him, interested in the fact that he was‘a Housemaster's
nephew; but they did not like his locks, and they saw
at once that he was unpopular in his own House.

Even Manners was fed up with him,

Manners, fortunately, was ot aware that the destruction
of his precious photograph had been intentional. His chums
—not desiring to sce Manners go off at the deep end and
commit assault and battery upon the Housemaster's nephew
—had not told him what they thought. But though Manners
did not know the worst, he inew that his negative had becu

(Continued on page 28.)
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f) ines NON-STOP!

A VIVID STORY
.___Oof the "
- ROYAL SCOT

F any one of the British reilways can * take a rise ™
out of the others it certainly does not hesitate to do
80. For rivalry, though friendly, is amazingly keen.

And as little indeed can be done to improve the
safety of travelling by rail in this country—and there we
are far and away shead of all other foreign railways—the
rivalry mostly takes tho form of knocking off minutes in
the running-time,

It occurred to the London, Midland and Scottish Railway
—the L.M.B. for short—the other day, that something
might be done to take the wind out of the sails of their
rivala the L.N.E.R., otherwise the London and North-
Eastern Railway. i

The * Royal Scot ™ belongs to tho L. M.S,, of course.
It is their chief pride and glory indeed. The *“crack ™
train of the rivaf’ L.N.E.R. is the *‘Flying Scotsman.”
One of those trains was to be tdp-dog—definitely and with-
out any shadow of doubt, No splitting of honours would
do for them !

The first bombshell in the battle was flung by the
“ Flying Scotsman.” Said the L.N.E.R., * we will make
the FlyingScotsman's run the longest non-stop performance
in the whole wide world. And in so doing we will put the
Royal Scot’s nose out of joint 1 ™

That run was to be carried out on a certain Tuesday—
from Londen to Edinburgh, without a halt. That's o run
of 392} milos: a tremendous performénce when you think
of the enormous strain imposed on the crew of the flying
engine !

Befors the Tuesday dawned, however, something hap-
prened to dash the bright hopea of the LN.E.R. to the
ground, The ‘' something ' was a carefully laid plan, kopt
very secret, by tho L.M.S, They meant the '* Royal
Beot ” to continue to hold the world’s non-stop run recerd,
in spite of what anyone or anything should do or say to the
contrary !

So the * Royil Scot,” which already held the record—
4 non-stop run from Euston to Carlisle, 2909 miles—
was gtoked up and flagged out of the London terminus, in
the usual way, Only officials who were in the secret knew

1 that anything unusual was afoot, until the “‘ Royal

Scot " was under way, and word went forth to all
concerned that the * 1 8eot’” would not stop at
Carlisle, as she always dfﬂv‘!"
As a matter of fact, two * Royal Scots " left
London at the same time, Both starting from
Luston, one went straight through to
Edinburgh, which is 3991
miles, and the other went

direct and without a halt to Glasgow, which is 401} miles !
Both expresses got into their destinations seven minutes
before the scheduled time |

And thus it came about that the * Flying Scotsman "
was robbed of its chance to make the world’s record non-
stop run. BShe cannot make an attempt to break the
* Royal Scot's ** record, either, for the simple and sufficient
reason that the L.N.E.R. lines are not long enough !

The explanation of that is thef’the * Royal Scot
route to Edinburgh is 7} miles longer than the L.N.E.R.
route. 8o the “ Royal Scot " will continue to hold its
proud record of the champion long distance non-stop
runner,

Of course, there are traihs that travel much greater
distances than are possible in this country, such ss the
fagtest long-distance train in the U.5.A., which runs
between New York and Chicago—900 miles. But then the
American has to make several stops. The driver of that
train must take off his hat to the driver of our wonderful
* Royal 8cot,”in &clmowledqment of Britisli engineering
achievement and railwaymen’s skill |

Tho " Royal Scot’ expresses—these trains have to
run in duplicate sometimes, as at holiday times when
traffic is tremendously swollen—carried two drivers and
one fireman each on those record.smashing runs, which
invelved two very big climbs.

When the " Royal Scot ™ goes over Shap Summit, in
Westmoreland, she is 014 feet above sea-level, and when
she mounts Beattock Summit, in Lanarkshire, she goes
gtill higher—1,014 feet above the sea. That is & great;
test of both fireman's and driver's skill, for whon those
climbg are tackled it is so very easy to lose precious minutes
too precious to be spared from the time allowed them on
tho trip.

The load the * Royal Scot ™ has to carry ranges round
about 450 tons. On top of that is the weight of the engine
itself. That's another 137 tons! Three hundred or more
passengers are carried at a time, at express speed. Know-
ing that, you will better appreciate the ““ Royal Scot’s "
magnificent daily performance over the two big Summits
previously named,

For a very long time the * Royal Scot ** has pulled out
of the London terminus at ten o’clock sharp—without a
name ! Up to lust year she was simply the Scottish express.
But she simply demanded a title—as distinctive as that
granted to other expresses without a tithe of her great
capabilities, Bo the powers-that-be christened the ten
o'clock Scottish express from Euston the “ Royal Scot,”
the name being given to the first brand-new engine to
come off the gtocks in the L.M.S. sheds,

=
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WIN OR BU'ST!

You can’t give young Jack K dy too
perilous corners he sends hla pow

erful Baxon car roaring—all out to win |

d t you can't put the wind up him, elther. Round

ey - =1

With a_shallering roar young "Skid" Ken sent the powerful Sazon
ear hurtling round Ballyoran Corner, in o wild endeavour lo avoid the
Faleon Siz, driven by his old enemy, Philip Slade, which was ‘skidding
into him. The Sazon missed the Fi "¢ lail by inches, then Skid found
the steering wheel wrenched out of his hands as the car heeled over. Fol-
Iowed a sh roar aé the mighty Saxon crushed on the bank, sending
Skid and hig big brother, Ben, hurthing into the air. Beyond & few minor
bruises, Skid was none the worse, but Ben had fractured his forearm.
Thie meant that he would not be abf_& to drive the Sazon in the great Inler-
national Tourist I‘m}éﬁf Race which was to take place on the morrme.
No one seemed more delighted at_Ben's misfortune than his implacable
enemy, Slade, but Slade was recboning without yom\g_.sw, Sfor on the
s{:at the youngster announced himself willing to take hia brother's place,
¢ ing as his hanie, Fred Bishop. All Slade’s efforte with the race
ofiicialz to stop Skid from driving the Saxon proved abortive, and taunted
by Fred Bishop's words that Skid would beat the Faleon Siz hollow,
Stade laghed out a bunched fist at the mechanic's grinning face, But
Fred slipped that savage punch like an eel, and Slode, looking a ridiculous
figuire, lost his balance !

“Skid ** Kennedy Makes Good.

NE, of Blude's canvas racing shoes found the edge of a
pool of oil spilled in front of the pit. The next
moment he pitched flat on his back, full in the middle
of the pool.

“Wallop |” oxclaimed Fred cheerfully.  “ History jolly
well repeats itselfl Don’t get up and say I put that there
purposely, because I didn’'t! It's your own fault!”

Slade carhe out of the pool with his eyes blazing, and his
tecth gritted behind his parted lips. Hoe was smothered
with slimy black oil from the neck down to the knees,
and he made-a mad rush at the boy—only to find his path
barred by three men who had jumped from a near-by
pit when they saw what was happening.

He tried to break through them and get at Fred, while
Den yelled:

“Shove that car down to the start, you two—move your-
selves !™ but he was laughing while he spoke. The grinning
boys jumped towards the machine, and pushed it forward,
leaving the fuming Slade mouthing threats as they went,

The racing machines were parked at one side of the road,
and the drivers were lined up opposite them. When the
starting semaphore arm went dowr, théy had to run
to their machines, put up the hoods, get the engines
running—and the race was on!

‘The idea,of this was because the cars were not actual
racing machines, but were super sports models.. They had
to race with the hoods up for two laps, to prove that the
hoods were really efficient; after this, the hoods were
lowered and the cars were free to race with them down.

Tensely the two boys crouched opposite their Saxon,
Slaue and everything else forgotten. -~ The crowds in the
grand-stands were craning to watch, and a queer silence
had settled over the scene.

The red and white arm slashed down—a maroon spanged
high in the air, and the line of overalled drivers leaped
towards their machines,

Tue Gex Liprary.—Na, 1,070.
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HERE'S A TOPICAL STORY DEALING

’ ¥, WITH THE GREAT 'INTERNATIONAL

I / TOURIST TROPHY MOTOR RACE

TO BE RUN IN IRELAND, SATURDAY,
AUQUST 18th.

WRITTEN SPECIALLY FOR THE
7 “QEM " BY

ALFRED EDGAR.

{The Motor-Racing Author.)

One on either side of their car, Jack and Fred tackled
the hood. It came up and open, its spring clips slashed
down, then Jack was in his seat behind fhe wheel and
ramming at the starter.

The engine fited instanily, and the car shot away, others
moving out with it all along the line. They saw a great,
green Bentley streaking off to their left; a roaring Alfa-
Romeo spurted level with them—then they were in the
midst of a whole bunch of cars rocking past the grand-
stands with the crowd cheering them off.

Jack jockeyed his car between two others, racing with
their spinning wheel-hubs all but kissing, He left them
behind, and then Was shooting at Ballyoran Corner, where
the car had crashed only the day before.

Round it they went, the Saxon roaring at full throttle,
picking up speed with every turn of her wheels and dropping
cars behind as they stormed up Glen Hill. The road was
a thin haze of dust and smoke, half hiding the faces of
spectators crowded at the side.

The Baxon drew in on a car ahead, and shot in front as
they came to a winding, down-sloping stretch of road
which led to the scattered buildings of Newtownards.

The car began fairly to leap in its speed as it hurtled
down the slope. Fred was crouched in his seat, glancing
backwards every few seconds to see that no one was over-
taking them. The machines in front of the Saxon slung
grit and stones from their spinning tyres and, in no time
at all, houses were sliding back at them.

The shattering roar of the Saxon’s exhaust crashed from
the buildings as the car hurtled between them, and Jack
r?lac‘ndad for hand and foot-brake as an abrupt corner showed
ahead. )

He eased the brakes on—and felt the Saxon’s tail sliding
outwards. He hauled her straight, and she skidded again,
while spectators gasped as they saw the machine slithering
wildly, Once more Jack flung her straight, and now he
was dead on the corner, taking it at terrific speed—taking it
too fast!

Brick walls flashed before them, inviting disaster; then
Jack crashed on the brakes with all his strength, slung
the wheel over and took the machine around the turn in
a magnificently-judged skid,

A moment later they were clear, with I'red gasping:

“Gosh! That was close! What happened, Jack?”

“Don't know!” Jack answered, The car had never
skidded like that in practice, but he forgot it as he opened
up for the long straight stretch which formed the second
leg of the triangular eireuit.

Now the Baxon fairly got into her stride, eating up the
bare, empty road, with a pack of cars storming along in
her dust fiftty yards behind, as they went rocking down to
the next town.

There came a little fringe of houses, with flags hanging
from the windows and spectators craning amongst the
flags, and then another wicked corner.
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Onee more the Saxon skidded fiendishly, and as Jack
flung her straight, he realised, at the back of his mind,
what had happened; some hidden damage had been done to
the ear in the smash, -that was why she skidded where
before she had held the road as though she was glued to it

She slithered sideways again, flinging almost broadside—
and full in the path of -three cars crashing down from
behind.  With all his strength, Jack pulled her straigh,
dragged half out of his seat, as ho tried to fight the leaping
car around the turn,

She went sliding straight for a safety fence which had
heen built to protect spectators on the outside of the turn,
The scrabble of the skidding tyres sounded wildly on the
air, clear through the beat of the engine and the roar of
the machines close behind.

Jack got her half under control, and then her tail struck
the fencing! 'There was a mad crash of metal hitting
woodwork, planks and splinters slashed high into the air as
the car bounced off the fence and, heaving over on two
wheels, hurtled full under the radiators of the three cars
storming into the bend from behind.

“You're Doing Fine !™

‘OR the fraction of a second Jack thought the Saxon
F was going to overturn. The gasping erowd expected
to sec tho bunched cars pile up in a terrific crash;

then the Saxon’s wheels dropped back to the road.

Jack wrenched on the steering wheel and stamped the
throttle wide, She ckidded again, scrabbling tyres whining
on the rond as he flung the machine straight. The spin-
uing hubs all but grazed the palings on the inside of the
corner—then they were clear of it and storming on.

Dust: slashed badk from the Saxon’s threshm% wheels as
the machine rocked out-of the town. House walls slammed
back the tearing bellow of her exhaust and the droning
ronr of her engine, while Tred leaned sideways in his
mechanio’s seat and yelled: %

“That was a near one! Keep her going, Jack!”

On they went, drawing away from the three pursning
cars, thundering between the buildings of
Comber, and leaping at yet another turn. , Ongo
again the Saxon began to skid, and she went into
the curve almost broadside. It took all Jack's
strength to get her straight, and the leaping
machine fought against him round the turn,
while the watching crowd held its breath and
theh applauded madly at the skill with which he
held the skidding machine.

Something was wrong with the car, Jack knew
that. Some part must have been damaged when
Slade bhad forcedgthe BSaxon to ecrash during
practice; but it was no good stopping to try and
remedy it. He must race on, wrest-
ling with the machine every inch of
the way.

He saw a car ahead. It was a Lea-
Francis, and Fred picked out its
number,

“That's Kaye Don driving, Jack.
Put it across him! Let her go!”

Once again the Baxon took +full
throttle and began to draw in on the
other machine, Jack had a glimpse
of the famous Brooklands driver’s
bronzed features and shining goggles beside
as he glanced at them, then pulled to
the side of the road to give themn room
to pass. .

The great car rocked on, with Fred watching the speed-
ometer as the broad black needle slid round the dial.

" Eighty-five—eighty-eight—ninety ! Keep her at it, Jack!
She'll do:a hundred, easy! Ninety-seven—ninety-cight!”
The car was leaping on the curving road, testing Jack’s
muscle as he flung it on. He remembered that Ben had
touched a hundred and five along this bit of the circuit,
which was the absolute limit of the car's speced.

“Nincty-nine!” yelled Fred. “She's doing it! A
Liundred! A hundred miles an ? He broke off with a
gasp, then roared: “Look at that bonnet strap!”

One of the two broad straps which secured the bonnet
had come undone. Unless it were buckled again, the
terrific wind created by the car's stupendous speed mighs
tear the engine cover from its fastenings, smashing it back
&t their heads.

“T'll fix it] Keep driving I Fred eased himself out of his
narrow seat as he shouted. Then he added = “Hang on
to my feet!” And a moment later he was squirming
round the side of the windscreen, clawing himself eut so
that he lay almost full length along the top of the engine.

FRED—the plucky mechanie who slts

his chum, Jack Kennedy,
doesn’t turn a hair as the great racing
car hurtles round the course at break-
neck speed.

Driving with one hand, Jack reached for Fred’s ankles to
steady him, The car swayed and weaved on the rond,
but slowed hardly & fractiow. A bump might have hurled
them both to disaster,. or -might have flung Fred off to
instant death. ) ’

Grim, hunging on with all his strength, he reached. for
the strap and began to tighten it. It was o mad, desperate
thing to doj Lut if they had stopped the car they would
have lost precious seconds, and both knew it.

“Right!” Jack heard the shout as the strap was scoured,
then Fred came slithering back .and was half into the cockpit
again when the front wheels hit a big pot-hole, and sent
the car leaping high mto the air.

Fred was all but thrown out, Jack yanked his ankles in
the moment that he dragged in the stecring-wheel with his
other hand, eorrecting the skid into which the machine
had jumped. A sccond later and Fred was back in his
seat, with the car straight again and bellowing on,

“Thought I was a goner!” Fred panted. “My hat, isn’t
the old bus shifting! Wonder if Slade’s in front of us?”

There was no telling the position of their riva! on the
Talcon Six, but Jack believed he was somewhere ahend,
‘They ripped under ‘the roaring blackness of the railway

-bridge which preceded the Dundonald hairpin, and as they

cleared it they sighted another car in front.

“That's Malcolm Campbell 1” Jack shouted.

"Then calch him an' pdss him[” Fred bawled; and he
grinned as he spoke,

They were a hundred yards behind Britain’s famous
speed king as the Saxon ripped at the hairpin bend.
Jack trod on the brake _pgaduf: and the piercing scrcam of
the shoes biting in the drums'on the kicking axles scunded
above all else.

Round they went—round in another terrific skid that tore
grit and stones from the road surface and slashed them
:::.}ll;e tléea banked tff.mess ol;] the wilde—e.yed spectators, Out of

ngorous turn and on, chasi y
Wﬂn»c\f(el;f‘]ﬂ Blue by sing the owner of the

“We're potty to think wa can pass him!” Jack ‘gaspod
himself, as he sent the Baxon 0?1. “But we've gotpto dg
it to win—got to ]i)ass_ }}:m and keep in front of him|*

e long line of grand-stands slashed out of
the dust-hazo ahead, sliding back to meet them.
Flags, bunting, craning crowds: a thin, ap-
parently distant,--cheer as the packed spectators
recognised Maleolm Campbell—then it was all
left behind. Jack had the merest glimpse of the
replenishment pits, and of Ben, with his arm
in eplints and sling, waving to them as they
went by, and after that he was easing the car
to take Ballyoran Corner.

*In characteristic fashion, Malcolm Campbell
took his  Alvis car wide, and
desperately Jack chased him up the
curve and the hill beyond. Toot by
foot the mighty Saxon caught him up,
both Jack and Fred intent as they
pitted their spced and gkill against
England's best driver.

. By bend and ecurve, hill and sweep-
ing slope, they rocketed on to New-
townards, and as the red roofs of the
houses slid  back the Saxon leaped
almost to the tail of the car shead.
Jack tightened his grip on the wheel s
the deadly corner in the heart of iha
town swooped at them. '

Brakes scrcamed, and again . the
Saxon skidded madly. Right across
the road she went, barely missing the fence she had already
broken; tail wagging, tyres whistling, juddering along her
whale length, she strove to hurl herself to destruction, but
again Jack mastered her, and when they cleared the town
he swooped level with Malcolm Campbell.

The famous speed king saw them come on. He glanced at
them, and XKen saw him smile through the difst which
masked his face. He eased a hand from the wheel to beckon
them on as he pulled to the very limit of the road-edge to
give them plenty of room to pass—then he was left behind.

“Passed him!” Fred yelled ecstatically. ““See the way ho
gave us the road—sport, isn't he? Don’t forget to pull in
at the pits to lower the hood when we come tdthe stands
again [*

The mileg slid beneath them until the wind-whipped flags
on the grand-stands showed once more. Then Jack braked,
the Baxon came to a halt before ils pit, and both boys
tumbled out to lower the hood.

As it came down Ben leaned across the tool-cluttered
plank in front of the replenishment pit and shouted:
Tae GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,070.
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“Vou're doing fine, boys! Keep at it!”

“Where's Slade ?* Jack gasped.

“He's just got away in fropt of you—about one minute
ahead. You'll catch him

Then the hood was furled and the chums were back in the
driving-seat. All along the pits other cars were coming in
to take down their hoods, in accordance with the regula-
tions of the race, With the hoods down, speeds would still
turther increase, and there seemed to be a deeper, moro
purposeful note to the Saxon’s exhaust as she thundered oft
ngain.

—

“Skid-mad !
HE great Tourist Trophy race settled down now. As

it went on, spectators began to watch for the appear-
ance of Jacl’s Saxon. Somehow, news of the nick-
name Jack had already gained -began to fly round.
_“Here comes ‘ Skid* Kennedy ” The phrase passed from
lip to lip whenever the hurtling bulk of the roaring machine
ripped at a corner, and the crowd held its breath as they
saw the car go skidding round the turn.

Skiding a bend mokes & machine, lose time, because skids
slow it up. Jack knew that, but he could not stop the car
skidding. A dozen times on every lap he barely plucked
the Saxon from disaster, and wherever the road was straight
lte tgm’a it full throttle in order to make up the time he had
ost.

It was just as theﬁ; thundered along the straightaway
bheneath the frowning bulk of Scrabe Hﬁl, that they passed
a car pulled to the side of the road, the driver and the
mechanio sitting disconsolately on the grass at one side.
Their engine had failed them.

_ “Il's one o' the other SBaxons!” Tred shouted the words
in t."{eck‘s ear as the machine was left behind. “Conked
ouk 1"

It was onoe of the three cars forming the officia] Saxon
team, and it was as they took the Dundonald hairpin three
laps later that they saw another Saxon with its nose in a
wire fence at the side of the road, and one wheel buckled
untidily beneath it.

“ Another one oub of the race!” Jack gasped. " Gosh!”

With two of the team out of it, anything that their own
Saxon might do would be certain to atiract the atiention
of the Sdxon firm, and the thought inspired Jack to drive
still faster. Fred was watclfing the pit for signals from
Ben, nnd as they went by he gasped:

“Qlade’s only ten seconds in front of us! There he goes—
round Ballyoran!”

Through a thin haze of dust and smoke they ecould
just make out the ugly, vicious shape of the Falecon Bix
Wflzlch Slade was driving, and the Saxon positively leaped
after if.

Round the curves and bends, skidding all the while, held
only by Jack's strong hands and instinctive skill, went the
Saxon, pulling in inch by inch, foot by foot, until they
clearad the Newtownards bend, with the sliding Saxon bare
yards behind the Falcon,

“You can catch him on the straight!” Fred roared, and
ho hunched forward in his seat.

After the wagging tail of the Falcon they went, speed
lifting past a hundred miles an hour. The wind whipped
and lashed their faces, droning in their ears. When they
ot ko Comber, Jack held the car to its speed until thae last
possible moment, and he was almost level as they took the
corner.

Yet again the Saxon went round in a wild s ead-dance,
wrenching her tyres on the road, leaving rubber on the
surface as she skidded. Jack got her round, then pulled
ont to pass Slade. 'The man's mechanic was shouting at
him. telling him that the boys were just behind, and the
pallid-faced, thin-lipped speedman irasaad his Falcon to its
uttermost limit in order not to let them get by.

On the two cars thundered, with the willing Saxon steal.
ing level an inch at a time. Their blaring exhausts filled
the air with raucous sound, the screeching drone of their
supercharges camo with a wild and wailing note; both
bucked and jumped on the highway—and still the Saxon
drew on.

Almost levell Jack could see the angle of Slade's jaw,
grim-set_and taut. He could see the man's hands knotted
on the shifting steering-wheel, the glimmer of the sun on
his instrument-board. The smashing roar of the Falcon
came to his ears like something solid as, wheel to wheel,
they went on, and—

The Saxon gave a jump that was worse than anything
before. 1t felt to Jack as though a giant hand had snatched
at the car, yanking it sideways. He heard a thudding
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‘smash almost at his right elbow, and had a glimpse of
something black shooting from the off-side rear wheel,

“Burst tyre !” broke ?rom his lips; then the car became
a mad, bouncing, sliddering shape which dropped behind aa
the Falcon shot eway in front. Broadside on the road slid
the car, the bared rim of the lamed wheel scoring the surface
until Jack could force her straight dnd pull to the side of
the circuit. :

Fred was out of the machine almost before it stopped.
Jack squirmed from behind ‘the wheel and raced round to
inspect the damage. The tyre, weakened by incessant
skidding, had burst, and now it clung around the brake-
drum and the axle in torn, hot shreds of rubber and canvas,

Its flying tatters had crashed against the wing above,
crumpling it until it looked as though someone had smashed
nt it with a_great hammer. Only for a moment did the two
Btll:rel at it,” then both leaped to change it for the spare
wheel.

Fred worked like a young fiend. Without exchanging 4
word they crashed the spare wheel home, and the swest was
running down their faces as they replaced the tools, leaped
into the machine, and Jack sent it off once more.

Cars had passed them during the seconds-long check,
but they overhauled two of them before the replenishment
pits showed up once more.

Stop to get another wheel ” Fred bawled, and the Saxon
slithered to a halt. Both jumped out, flinging the damaged
wheel over the plank and grabbing another spare, while
Ben leaned across to them, his face set.

* Jack, all the other S8axons are out of the race—you’re the
only one left in it! For heaven's sake, drive more steadily !
They're calling you ¢Skid-mad Kennedy’ from the way
you're taking the corners !”

Jack grinned a little, then he gasped:

“Where's Slade now?”

“In front of you—and he’s leading !”

. “Leading I"" Jack glanced at Fred as they tumbled back
into the car. “If we can catch and pass him we’ll be
winning "

—_—

In the Lead !

IGNALS from the Faleon pit told Slade how hard the
lone Saxzon was pressing him, and he drova all out
after that. ctators round the course knew how
desperately ‘ Skid' Kennedy was driving, and they

cheered him every time that he passed.

Rumours of the crash that had put Ben out of the race,
and that it was Jack who had taken his place, flew round.
The crowd admired Jack for his pluck and his nerve, and
they could tell by the way he drove now that he was all out
after Slade, fighting to snatch the lead.

For lap after lap the Saxon scorched round, the erowds
wild with excitement on every corner. He and Fred werc
duelling with famous drivers all the time. For two clear
laps they had a dog-fight with one of the fine, low-built
Alvis machines, with Harvey at the whesl.

They got past him in the end, only to find a flaming red
Alfa-Romeo ready to give battle anew. At last even the
tearing Italian car gave them best, and they went ahead.

Jack was feeling the terrific strain now. Heabt was flung
back by the engine, searing his feet; oily fumes slewed to
his face; and his features were blackene by a mixture of
smoke and dust.

His hand was sore from constant use of the gear-lever,
and his legs felt numbed up to the knees; but he gritted
his tecth and stuck it. He knew that great races are won
by physical endurance as much as by speed, and he wasn't
going to cave in now.

This growing weakness waa the thingow‘hic]} Ben had
feared. After all, Jack was only a , with a boy's
strength, even if he had the cuurage of a race-wise speedmar.

Every time that he felt himself growing tired be remenm-
bered the things for which he was ’ra.cinﬁ; He wasn’t gomg
to lot Ben down; and as they passed the pits again Fre
leancd over to shout:

« All the Saxon peopls are with Ben in our pit now,
shouting like mad! We're the only hope they've got left.
Stick it, old son!] Have a thirst quencher |7 And between
Jack's lips he crammed a little sweet which would allay the
dryness of his mouth. . .

On, on—with never a sight of the speeding Slade ahead.
Jack knew that the man must be pressing his Falcon hard,
driving it all out.

Then, as they passed the stands and the pits once more,
it soomed to him that everyone stood up to wave him on.
He had a fleeting glimgsa of the Saxon mechanics, their
combined shout rolling through the thunder of the car.
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“We must be nearly on top of 3lade!” Tred yelled to
him. “They've all gone mad 1”

Ballyoran Corner slashed past. They rocked up the- hill
beyond; then, as they topped the crest for the down grade,
they sighted the scuttling figure of the Faleon.

No need for Fred to say anything. Jack fairly fung the
Saxon in pursuit, and there followed the fiercest, maddest
lap of the whole race. S

They caunght Slade up jwst beyond the town. His
mechanic was looking back at them, telling Blade that they
were coming up; ond now the speedman gave his ecar its
last fraction of power. All down the road to Comher he

look towards the spot where the Faleon had stopped., The
car had gone,

“He's got away!” Fred gasped. “He—— Whai's that
in front new, just making for the bridge? It's the Falcon!
He's only just got off again. We'll catch him before the
hairpin, and then we'll be a full lap the lead.”

They could sce the low shape of the rival car clearly now,
and they were coming up at it hand-over-band. Slade had
repaired whatever damage his engine had sustained, and
was gradually working np to top speed,

He disappeaved through the black cavity of the railway
biridge, and the Saxon rocked after him a moment or so

1T

-

held them, but they were only bare yards hehind when
they took the corner outside the town.

The frantic crowd swept past in a blurred slash as Loih
cars rocked on the road. Slade did everything possible (o
keep in front, but the relentless Saxon bored on,

Her wheels seemed barely to touch the road. She wans
travelling in what felt like gigantic leaps, bouncing and
quivering in her speed as she slashed level,

For a mile the two held together—a mile on a road full
of swift curves, with certain death hanging on an instani’s
miscaleulation—then abruptly the Faleon dropped behind,

Clearly Jack heard a different sound in the thunderous
note of the bellowing car as it fell away, and Fred yelled:

*“He's conked out! Semethin's given way! He's
whipped, Jack! We pressed him so hard he couldn’t stick
the pace! We're leading”

Leading! Jack felt his heart thump at the word. They
were winning the great race! The spectators at Dundonald
hairpin craned up to watch them round; and when they
came to the main grand-stands the veice of the cheering
thousands sounded like the furious beat of surf on a rocky
ghore,

Ben and the Saxon mechanics seemced io have gone off
their heads with delight, and the pit was a forest of waving
arms.

Every corner brought plaudits from the cheering crowd.

“8lade couldn't stick the speed!” Fred shouted. * He's
finished 1”

“He might pet going again!" Jack answered.

“That wouldn't matter! We're faster than he is, and
we've pot a lead of him.”

The Saxon did not slow. The car seemed to understand
that it was winning now; and, berause Jack had come to
know the corners, the Saxon was not skidding so badly.

They cleared Comber once again, and hoth strained to

Hanging on with all his
strength, Fred reached
for the bonnet-strap and
began to tighten It, while

the car ewayed and
weaved on the road.
(sce page 25.)

N

later. They were overhauling liim as both machines stormed
at Dundenald hairpin, and the Saxon was level and ready
to pass as they reached it.

Jack saw Blade glance across at them, and the man’s face
Wos venomous. is eyes blazed behind his goggles.

Both machines were travelling fast, and Jack felt the
Saxon begin to slide out in a skid as they teok the corner
Logether. )

Round they went, the Saxon skidding madly, Jack strain-
ing behind the wheel. Dust whipped like smoke from the
sliding tyres, and he shouted when he saw that Slade was
not giving them enough room to get round.

He saw Slade's hands wrench on the Faleon's wheel, De-
liberately the man slashed his car across their path, so that
Jack would have to brake to miss him and then slide to
disaster in the fence. .

Jack tried to pull the Saxon out. He felt her skidding
round. She bounced madly on the road; he tried to keep
her out of the fence; hut she spun like a whipped top, tail
flinging, to crash full against the side of the fouling Falcon.

There was a fierce, clattering screech of breaking metal
as the two cars hit, then both whirled full across the turn,
Jack saw a fence before him—saw 1he Faleon hit it! :

There was a nad smother of flying woodwerk and dust
and stones as the Saxon struck the fenee with a thunderous
crash !

Jack felt the car leap and tilt over, then everything was
blotted out in a wild smother of flying debris and cataclysmic
sound as the two machines slithered to destruction !

{Does this mean that the Saxon car is oul of the race ?
Daes it mean that all Big Een's time and lalour
liave been wasfed ; that Skid's breathless, hair-raising
driving has conie to nought? Read next week’s full-of-
thrills instalment and fell all your pals about young
Skid-- and ouy superb Free Gifts.)
Tuw (igm LIBRARY.—No. 1,070.
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destroyed—so al best Cleove was a clumsy idiof; not to La
trusted with o nogative in his hands.

To add” {o Mauners' exasperation, the delay caused by
iho “actident” had prevented the other pictures hgi_n%
taken out of the frames in time, and they had nll sufferes
from over-exposure; the whole 'sot, being spoiled. "In the
case of the five.pictures, that only meant a waste of time
and tl'OLllllL‘-h’l‘.‘.“l priots could be taken from the negatives.
Still, it was iotensely irvitating to a fellow who prided
himself .upon nover spoiling o print. But the head and
front of Cleeve's offending was the destruction of the gipsy
negative—and Manners could not forgive that.

fl: wae a disappohtient to him, too, He had fancied
that he had found a kindred spirit; that it was a case of
two soufls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat
as ono, wo to -speak. ‘That was over now. A fellow wlo
could cpielessly drop a rimlograph and plant a cliumsy
hoof oy it, was not u fellow whom Manners could regard
as o kindred epirit.

He was fed up with the fellow, and he left him alone.

Tn morning break, when the Forms came out, Cleeve left
the Shell room®by himself, and walked alone in the quad.

¥te did not séem (o miingd. J

Pechaps he was thinking of gnother school, of other scenes,
as he idled under the-elws with his hands in his pockets.
Cortninly lie ehowed no interest whatever in his present
s-v.ra'mm{i’iugs.

It he wanted to be left slowe, he had his wish. Not a

fellow spoke -a word to Lim before thivd lesson.
“After dinuer, however, Tom Merry sought ont the new
uior.
I That be disliked the follow, as all the House did, was not
to be denied, But "Fom, always good-natured, wanted to
give him a chonee. Ile knew that it wounld be painful to
“old Railton” to’ sce his nephew in such a stato of' isola:
tion—the troullesome happenings of the prévious day ha:l
been chiefly due te My, hll”l(lll'n desire o sco his relative
on friendly terms with Study. No. 10.

So“Tom joined Thie new jwntior as lie walked in the quad,
his hunds 10 bis® pockets, his handsome face openly moody
il discontonted.

Cleeve looked atb lin icily.

He had not fargosten Towr Mervry's words thal morning,
and, degceved or not, they vankled yo his indinary,

“Guines practico this afternoan,” snid Tow, determined
to teke o jiotice of Cleevels vupleasant manner.

“Na classos " gslied Cloeve.

Tom smiled.

“Wo have a mathe sot with old Railion—your unele bt
aftor that it's games praclic We've o Lig fixture coming
along un.\l'\\'(-lrﬁ—llu- Grevlvinrs matel.”

“Never lioard of Giepfvinrs."
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“We play Rookwood later.”

“'Fraid. I've never heard of Rookwood, either.”

Tom drew in his ‘bréath hard,

“Well, von've heard of them pow I've mentioned them,"”
lic said as pleasantly ad he could.  **They're rather big
fixtures here.”

“T don't wani fo play in the matehes.”

Tom stared at him,

“You're not likely to, whether you want to or nol," lin
s;ud dryly. “New kids are not shoved into thé cleven like
that.”

“Oh!” said Cleéve, biting his lip.

“But il you're good at cricket I can give you a chance
in a House match,” said Tom. “We play a louse match
with l'l_rﬁgms & Co. on Saturday, and the best men on both
sides will be picked out for the Greyfrinrs match next week,
I'd like to sce how you shape at the game. Railton says
you're a Foorl man at it."”

“I don't intend to play ericket at 8t Jim's,"

“You can please yourself about playing in matches,” Tom
said. ‘“That is if you're picked out, of course.. But you
ean’t please yourself about gnmes practice; that's compulsory
on some days every woek,"

“I don't care two straws,”

*Then you ought to,” said Tomw sharply,

“Thanks for your opinion!”

“Anylow, it's a mug's game o cut oricker,” said Tony
“If vou've played, vou must want to go on pluying, that
stands to reason. You're stunding in your own light, with
this sulking.”

Cleeve flushed,

“It's my own bizney, T suppose?” lie said.

“What will Railton think if you stand ont of guunes?™

“1 don't care what he thinks!"”

“Well, vou're a Jueerfish,” said Tom, alter a pnuse. “T
hates fo seo any fellow going on in this way. It's not good
for.n.chap to be mooching about by himself and sulking.”

“Mind your own business, can’t you?"

Tom's hands clenched.

_(!leeve's hands came out of his pockets, aud e gave Tom
Mervy a look of mocking defiance. It was ovident that hie
did not care whether lie came (o blows with the captgiv of
the Shell or not.

CWell® he said, with a sneer.

“You've asked for it a lot of times,” said Toni, breatling
haed, I you weren't old Railton's nephew 'd give you
thethiding of your life! 1'm done with you! Go awd cat
coke 1"

And Tom turned his back on Victor Cleeve and walked
away, Cleeve looked after him, an uocertain. expression on
Lis {oce, aud he opened his lips as il 10 eall to "Tom Merry.
I'hen. os if he. had  thought belter—or worse—of it he
tIurneII away, ad, with a dogged look, tramped along under
the clis,

THE END,.

{Whaterer wou do, chuwms, don’t miss the next
magnificent ygoyn dn this grand sevies, entifled : A
Sehoolboy's Seoret ! ' swhich wiil appear in next arcel's
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